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To my worthy Friends and Subſcribers. 


Cannot diſmiſs this Szcond VoLumME, without 
I again acknowledging myſelf highly ſenſible of 
the honour and favour done me by your generous 
and ſeaſonable encouragement. My thanks are alſo 
due to the Printers in general, and particularly to 
Mr Saixr, whoſe care and friendly management 
for me, demand my warmeſt remembrance. Miſ- 
takes of the author, and typographical errors, will 
undoubtedly appear in both volumes; but theſe I 
Hatter myſelf will be few in number, and only ſuch 
as may be ea/ily corrected, and excuſed by the judi- 
cious readers; and therefore I ſhall not trouble them 
with any tables of errata. I beg leave to mention, 
that the thought from Homer, concluding: the firſt 
act of the Siege of Palmyra, is taken from Mr Pope's 
tranſlation. The letters of Zenobia, and Aurelian, 
are copied from Mr Smith's account of the life of 
Longinus, The ſtory upon which the tragedy is 
founded, may be alſo diſcovered there. 


I ſhall now take a temporary farewel of the be- 
loved muſes, but by no means wiſh to be totally 


deſerted by them. Their ineffable inſpirations have, 


perhaps, been at leaſt the ſecond cauſe of much ex- 
perienced conſolation, through a long night of ſevere 
trial. I think it were greatly to be wiſh'd, that the 
{cience of poetry was ſomewhat more encouraged 


in the north of England. To trace the civilizing 
power 


DEDICATION. 


power of numbers, let us but revert back to the 
hiſtory of the memorable reign of Queen Ann, when 
a Pope, an Addiſon, and ſome others, ſuch as Pope 
and Addiſon, roſe to a pitch of perfection hardly 
ever equalled ſince. Muſic, Poeſy, and Painting, 
have each their peculiar excellencies in ſocial life; 
and I will be bold to ſay, that poeſy holds amg all 
thoſe excellencies in one! Whilſt they have the 
fortitude to keep ſteadily on the ſide of virtue, reli- 
gion, good manners, and rational liberty, Britiſh 
poets may vie with any, and ſuch will hereafter 
bear diſtinguiſhed characters among the Wortbies of 


their country. To the honour of the Ladies. of 5 


Newcaſtle, there is one of them who hath long been 
a zealous patroneſs of the muſes. The celebrated 
CUNNINGHAM was indebted to her good ſenſe whilſt 
living, and ſhe hath generouſly done honour to his 
ſurviving memory. I could not refrain mentioning 
this agreeable circumſtance, as it naturally occur- 
red; and I ſhall hope for the indulgence of my rea- 
ders, in concluding this poem with 


Would you at heart the pureſt raptures raiſe, 
Try the delight in giving merit praiſe. 
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Dire neceſſity ! that man muſt war with man! 
Aſtoniſh'd reaſon ſhudders at the thought! 
Yet, long as rapine and injuſtice are, 

It muſt be ſo! 


* 


Written in the year 1753. 


Se ee e eee 


* 


AURELIAN, Emperor of Rome. 
HERMIAS, a young Prince, ſon to Zenobia. 
LON GINUS, in the ſervice of . 
DION, his ſon. 5 
TERENTUS, a General in the wad of Zeno- 
bia, friend to Longinus. | 
SANDARION, a Roman General. 
CRITON, an old Palmyrenean officer. { 


WOMEN. 


ZENOBIA, Queen of Palmyra. - 
ALS NA, daughter to Longinus. 


Lords, officers, guards, &c. 


SCENE, PAL TRA. 


PALMYRA, &. 


ACT I SCENE I. 
The PALACE GARDENS: 
LON NT ſeated in an Arbour — Moon-light. 


LoxGINVs. Sh, 
T. ſhort ſuſpenſion from the rage of war, 
Beſtows a welcome truce to all within ; 

The fierce contending paſſions yield to reſt, 
And leave the bo/om free to Truth's embrace. 


Thoſe ſtars, that twinkle to the moon's pale light, 
The wafting winds that fill the ſoft'ning breeze, 
Call into thought, the long diſtracted mind. 

Again ſerene, ſhe climbs the bright abodes, _ 
Ranges ſublime, and with delight, beholds, 
'Thro? all its works, the Hand Immortal ſhine; 
O may that Hand prote& my injur'd 8 
Save her from ruin, and inglorious fate 

Vol. II. | A Enter 


(walks out) 
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Enter ALENA. 


Alzna. My Father! ( embracing bim) 
Long. What wou'd my daughter, at this lone- 

ly hour? 

I thought, ere now, thou'dſt been retir'd to reſt ? 
Al. I cou'd not ſleep, till I had once more ſeen 
you; 

All day, I vainly ſought the wiſh'd deck, 
To be awhile at ſuiting leiſure with you, 
As duty calls me, to enquire your health. 

Long. That ſweeteſt bleſſin g of the mortal Rate, 


Does Ba attend me thro? N age. A 
ales ber by the ond J 


O my Alena when I look on thee, 
Thy mother's image riſes to my view; = 
The fame her ſweetneſs, and the'ſame her bloom, 
When firſt I woo'd her to my youthful arms : 
Yes, ſhe was fair, but far leſs fair than good! 
May'ſt thou, my child, inherit all her . nee 
Ale. My belt ambition is to pleaſe my father. 
Long. Thyſelf, and brother, have been comforts ts 
me, 
Midſt all my wandrings, and my thorny cares; ; 
Your duty, ever from affection roſe; 
The gracious ſovereign, whom I joy to ſerve, 
Amply repays me in her care of you. 
Ale O Sir, what Queen can equal great Zenobia: 4 
Not leſs in private, than in public, great! 
Her pious bounty {tl unbounded flows! 
Her condeſcention wins the love of all ! 
For ever mindful to reward their zeal, 
With lenient tenderneſs, ſhe muldly treats 
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The meaneſt of her ſervants, and on each 

Deigns to beſtow a kind indulgent care. | 
Long. She is, indeed, the glory of her ſex! _ 

— has ſhe triumph'd in immortal deeds, 

Worthy the wife of mighty Odenathus., 

With what rapidity her conqueſts ſpread, 

Till the fad fatal day on Daphne's plains! _ 

When Antioch fell the Roman-Victor's prize : 

Since then, how has her waining fortune frown'd ! 

And yet ſuperior to the fate of war, 

She nobly bears, and ſtruggles with the ſtorm, 

Purſued, and here inveſted by the foe, 

She ſtill retains her majeſty of ſoul. 

This little truce, which proffer'd reſt to all, 

Allows for her no interval of eaſqq, 

No moment, but we find her full employ d, 

In forming ſchemes, to guard the public weal. 
Ale. How long, my father, does the truce remain ? 
Long. Until to-morrow noon; twas ſo deſign'd. 

. Ale. No longer, Sir, alas, I hop'd for peace! 
Long. An herald is expected from the foe, - 

And if he brings us favourable terms, 

Such as the Queen with honour may accept, 

Peace will enſue; if not, with keener rage, 

Hoſtilities and war muſt be renew'd. _ | 

Ala. I with my brother may be ſafe arriv'd. 

Tong, Doubt it not—ſee now Terentus comes; 

And brings, perhaps, diſpatches of i importance! 

Good night, my * 1 n 7 (exit Alena ) 
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8 Enter 


£ The SIEGE. 
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Tren. All health ! Health to my friend! 


(takes his band) 
I have been ſceking for thee through the palace; 


I gueſs'd the pillow had no charms for thee ; 
Tho' the whole day was ſpent in martial toils, 

The night, I knew, thou wouldit reſerve for thought! 
Long. Theſe are not times for philoſophic ſcenes: 

Not now, as when in Athens learned ſchools, 

We drank rich ſcience from the pureſt ſtreams ; 

Survey'd, with awe, the lofty Homer's page, 

And ſhew'd its beauties to the wond'ring world. 

Say, has the foe yet ſent in his propoſals ? 

Teren. Not to the Queen; but I have ſome for thee, 
That will awake thy utmoſt indignation, 

Curſe on their narrow ſouls, that dar'd to think 

So baſely of thee ! | | 

Long. What means my friend ? | 

Teren. To-night, as taking my accuſtom'd rounds 
To view the poſts, and ſee the ſentries ſet, 

A Roman Spy was caught, and brought before me; 
Soon as I told him his offence was death, 

He bow'd, and ſaid, would I but promiſe life, 

And liberty, he'd tell me all his errand. 

Long. Well— what more? 

Teren. I promis'd ; lo! his errand was to thee | 
If thou wilt quit the councils of the Queen, | 
And join tue proud Aurelian, in return, 
He'll heap his riches, and his honours on thee; 
Nay further, thou may'ſt rule whole Kingdoms for him! 
Lung. To terms fo Ges ge, what anſwer didſt thou 

give? 5 Teren. 
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f PALMYRA. ; 
Teren. I bid him go, and tell his haughty maſter, 
That had he known Zonginus, he'd have ſcorn'd 
To offer him ſuch ignomimous terms, 
Then, as T d promis d, ſet the ſlave at large. 
L. Twas well —forſake her! what forſake my 
| 
Forſake her now, when ruin este thus, 
And frightful dangers thunder o'er her head? 
Sooner, my friend, ſhall this aſpiring ſoul 
Sink with the vulgar, and forget her claim: 
Teren. nn Wann. 
meanneſs. 
Long. Nay, ſhould the conqueror proffer half his 
ures, 
Or fwear to crown me-with imperial ſway, 
J will not leave my Queen: whate'er ſhe feels 
PI alſo feel; and to the laſt ſuſtain. 74 
But let us drop, drop the hateful ſubjeck. — 
How fares the garriſon ? 
Teren. Arduous for war, and reſolutely bent 
To conquer, or to die.— There's not a breaſt, 
But glows with true affection for the Queen; 
Zealous to guard her ſafety, and the town: <7 
The townſmen yet are ſtaunch, and ſeem prepar'd _ 
To undergo ſtill greater hardſhips for her. 
Long. They are brave men! but heart thoy 
— ght of Dion? 
Teren, No, not yet— Heaven guard bim from the foel 
Long. Ere now, I hope in Perſia, he's ſecure, 
Or brings the ſuccours we expect from thence; 
Our laſt advices brought us grateful news; 
The Saracens are arming in our cauſe 


The gallant Syrians who late beat the foe, Are 
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Are alſo haſting if theſe forces join, 

Once more we'll venture to the doubtful field. 
Teren. Yes, we will ſtay the tyrant's fierce err, 

And earn him to abate his arrogance; | 

And know, that Great Zenobia ſtill can conquer! 

O for the field, to be at once reveng di 

Long. Succeſs depends upon the will of heaven. 

Remains there auglit, we either cou'd deviſe 

In ſervice to our Queen, for whom we live? 
Teren. If the beſiegers will not come to terms, 

Ere the truce ends, and if no aid arrives, 


Let us make another vig'rous ſally; 
They're weaken'd much; more deſperate now than 
brave! 


Their tyrant's life has often been in danger; 
And our keen blades—by courage ſtill made keener, 
Perhaps may reach him: He's not more than man. 

Long. Thy thought is good, akd we will talk: the | 


NO | 


| Enter HERMIAS. 
Herm. Hail! good Longinus / brave Terentus, hail! 
How my heart bounds whene'er I meet with you! 
At once my tutors, and my darling friends! 
But now, I come not to partake the ſweets 
Of ſocial converſe—by the Queen's command 
I ſummon both to council. | 
Long. Is there news ? | | 
Herm. Yes, by an herald from the Rowan camp. 
Teren, Perhaps the conq'ror then vouchſafes to ſend 
Propoſals now, more worthy our regard ! 


Herm. 


of PALMYRA. 7 
Herm. The Quzzx, in council met, waits youthere, 
To lay the whole before you. 
"Long. Let us hate. © (eoxcunt. 
SCENE IL An AparRTMENT in the PALACE. 
 _ 'ZENOBIA, with the Lords rn. | 
Zenob. My Lords! ALD 
It pains me to diſturb your earn'd'repoſez _ '” 
To call you from that reſt you long have wanted, 
Ties nene, i 


(m, Longinus, and Tor entue enter; the tro fit 


feat themſelves, Terentus ſtands. & * 
But ſo. important is our buſineſs with you, 5 2 
The danger will not now admit delay. 
Lards. Our gracious Queen! we ouly we to . 


e | | 
Teren. And if occafion be; can ghadly die! Ala 
Zenob. Know then, Aurelian ſends propoſals here, 
(ſhowing them) 

But ſach propoſals, 28 will move ye a: 12 (151 T 
The haughty Victor, —ſo ſince Dapbne's day! 
Commands us to ſurrender, at diſcretion; 
Myſelf, my Jewels, all my treaſur'd wealtng 
Muſt be diſpos'd, howe'er his will direct 
Elſe, ſays the tyrant, death to Zenobre ; ＋ 
And to her captiv'd ſubjects, loſs of all! 
But hear his letter Thou Longinus read it. 

(Longinus receives the letter from the Queen, and reads aloud) 


Aurelian, emperor of the Roman world, and re- 
coverer of the Eaſt, to Zenobia, and her ad · 
herents. 


A 4 Why 
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Why am I forced to command, what you ought 
ce to have done voluntarily already? I charge you 
cc to ſurrender, and thereby avoid the certain pe- 
« nalty of death, which otherwiſe attends you. 
« You, Zenobia, ſhall ſpend the remainder of your 
45 life, where I, by the advice of the moſt honour- 


able Senate, ſhall think proper to place you- 
% Your jewels, your ſilver, your gold, your fineſt 


«© appaxel, your hoxſes, and your camels, you ſhall 


4 reſign to the diſpoſal of the Romans; in order 


64 to preſerve the Palmyrenians from being . 8 


* ed of all their former privileges.” 


Zenob. My Lords, what adviſe ye? or life or death? 
Fir/t Ld. Better to periſh in ſo juſt a cauſe, © 
Than meanly to ſubmit to ſuch conditions. 
Teren. O worthy ſoul! > (ae 
Second Ld. Not ſo, my noble Lord! 
Life is à jewel, ever worth poſſeſſing 
And peace, howe' er ſo dearly bought, is s ſweet : 
Better ſubmit to hard conditions now, | 
Than fire, and ſword, and rapine {ſwallow all! 
Zenob. Say, Longinus, what are thy thoughts? 
Long. ( O "Queen! e LON ne ey 
trious line 
Of Eoypt's mighty Kings, from whom you ſprung; 
When I recall the glories of your reign, . | 
Your god-like: conſort, noble Odenathus | | 
Your own great worth, and amazonian deeds ! + 
I-ne'er can heſitate, or peace or war 5 
Better ten thouſand deaths than life ſo mean L 
Will your vaſt ſoul reſign, and tamely ſtoop 
To 4 a load of ignominious days? 
RO e | | Teren. 
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Tieren. Never! Never 
Zenob. Proceed, Longinus / 
Lung. My ſon, we now may hope arriv'd in Petz 
Ready prepar'd to ſend us ſuccours thence; a 
Syrians, and Saracens, are arming for us, 
And ſurely, theſe will gain us better terms ;— 
Beſides,— 5 
Your Faithful Palmyrenians Rill are brave, 
Still warmly zealous in their Sovereign's cauſe ; | 
Truſt then to them; they ſurely nel er will ſtain 
Their tide of glory, with a ſtream that's foul!” 
Therelgee, O Queen, what I adviſe, is war. 
Teren. Faithful, immortal man! f 1 knew thou 

| would'ſt. 

Zenob. My Lords, for what declare you? ? peace, 
or war ? 
— For war —or peace on nobler terms. | 

Teren. Sheath not your [words, till conqueſt gives 
2 u ; Peace. . 
C1 Zons. Then be it war Terentus, bring the Roman. 


(Terentus goes out, and quickly returns with Sandarian ) 


Roman ! 
We've read thy maſter's harſh epi 
And ſhall, by earlieſt morn, ſend him an envoy 
To impart our will—in mean time, tell him 
Me ſhall aſk milder treatment—this our word! 
ſexit Sanderias) 
My Lords, 1 thank you for this loyal zeal, 
It is my glory.— 
Your reſolution to maintain my cauſe, 
Is truly noble—may the Gop SurrxEms, - 
Whoſe ſovereign will determines peace or war, 
„ Defend 


„ vet 1 7 
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Defend from Naviſh fears, and tyrant's chains! 


* Omnes. Long live Zenobi Sill Palmyrs's Quits, 
2 (exeunt Py 


* . with Sandarign: 


Sanda. Art thou Terentus, ſage Longinus' friend 2. 7 
Teren. 1 am —and long have gloried in the name: 
To me, his friendſhip more than worlds can give! 

Sanda. I'Il tell thee, then, how thou may ſt richly 

ſerve him. 
; Teren. Ha — can ſt thou La what ſerve Lon- 
ginus ? . 

Sanda, Yes, and how thou may't alſo ſerve thyſelf! [ 

Teren. If I but ſerve Longinus,—that's miez 
T have no intereſt ſeparate from his, 

Nor would I with to ſhare one bliſs without bim. 

Sanda. Then mark me well! when en 
— -:-_ 

To x favours, will the wiſe refuſe ? ? 

But let us talk more cloſely, | 

Teren. Come this way. — ee 


HERMIAS, . 
Herm. Pre read of heroes chat have hoop to 


love, 
| Een midſt the threat' ning Ganger of a ſiege; 
Nor thought it meanneſs to indulge the flame. 
If tis a crime in me, ye powers divine ! 
Why gave ye then Alana? © 
Who can behold her with a heart unmov'd ! 
True 
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True—fhe's beneath me in diftinction's form, 
No royal lineage grac'd her humble birth: 
But then, her father — Glory of his time! _ 
It muſt be fo, I will adore the maid, _. | 
And ardent ſtrive to gain a kind return, 
In times like theſe, there's danger in delay; 
What fad prevention may to-morrow bring ? 
PI do it now, whilſt yet the truce remains, 
And leave the world to cenſure or excuſe; _ 
Sure none will blame, that ever lov'd like me! 
| (exit 


SCENE M. Aether Apartment. 
ALEZENA reading. 
Enter HE RMI AS. 


Herm. What reads Alena, at this midnight hour? 
Alz. I read, kind prince, the glorious ſiege of Troy, 

When fad Andromache her loſs deplores. 

As all, within the palace, ſeem engag'd, 

I could not reſt, but for amuſement choſe, 

Theſe moving ſcenes of pity and of dread. | 
Herm. Homer's hath always 10 my favourite 


Page; 
Thy father and Terentus both adore i 3 
By them inſtructed, I delighted trace 
The various beauties of each glowing line; 
My very ſoul's on fire, whene'er I read 
Thoſe glorious battles on the purpled ſhore! 
Ale. Alas, what dreadful ſcenes ! I tremble whilſt I 
read. 
But ſay, kind prince, widen muſt Palnyra taſte 
Of * and lenient peace again? 


a... 


Herm. 


12 The SIEGE 

Herm. That ſtill is doubtful, ſince the foe hath ſent 
Such propoſitions as are juſtly ſcorn'd. 
Thy father with an embaſſy is charg'd, 

At earlieſt morn, to try for better terms, 

Ale. My brother ſtays — - 

Herm. O might 1 call him mine 

Ale. He is your friend! 

Herm. But friend and brother join'd ! 
How long Alena, muſt I ſigh in vain ? 
How long adore without a wiſh*d return? 
Ala. Alas, kind prince, theſe are not times for love. 

Herm, An honourable love * not to times, 
Alena, ſuch is mine —- b 
If love firſt ſprung from innocence and truth, 

Then from fuch infancy my paſſion roſe ; 

For when (*twas fate) in tender youth we met, 
Ere ſumple childhood yet had left the eye; 
When e'er I ſaw, or heard, or talk d with thee, 
What ſoft endearments ever ſooth'd the mind ! 
As gentle whiſpers to a lover's ear 1 

With joys my boſom glow'd, I knew not why, 
All ſeem' d delight, and all delight was thee! 
But when ſome little abſence hid thee from me, 
A thouſand buſy cares, and wiſhes, rais'd 

My expectations for thy quick return.— 

Thus, as 1 grew, thy more attractive charms, 
Soon taught my heart to give the paſſion: name; 
Love from ſuch birth ſure Plato's ſelf might own ! . 

Ale. I know, kind prince, what honours I receive, 

Even from your thinking of me, and confeſs, 

Your warm profeſſions don't diſpleaſe the ear; 

Dot warn'd by frequent falſhoods of your ſew; 
Caution 
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Caution muſt guide my heart : Beſides, my lord, 
I know your ſtation, and I know my own! 


Herm. By heavens! had I all that Odenathus left, 


Whate'er the warlike good Zenobia won, 

I wou'd be thine—tho? early bred to cares, 

And now revolving with my country's fate ; 

For thee, my paſlion ſtill more ardent grows! 
Alæ. But, my lord, your ſtation | remember that! 


Hern. True love, lives not in wealth, or grandeur's 


train, 
In mutual hearts alone, the god reſides 
Ale. Riches have charms, and may give birth to 
love, 
And out ward objects feed the ſacred ſire! | 
Herm. Tis not the ſweetneſs, that ſits ſmiling round 
Thy beauteous form, nor all that blooms thy face 
With ſofteſt charms, that fix d my love on thee ; 
Far other beauties thoſe, that won my ſoul, 
And bade it firſt admire |— 
*Tis that dear boſom, where the nin d ſtores 
Of virgin worth in ſweet aſſemblage lie; , 
That virtue, innocence, and tender care, 
And duteous love, the beſt of parents finds ! 
That eaſy, pleaſing, unaffected zeal, 
Officious for thy Queen, her eaſe thy care! 
_ Ale. Hold, worthy prince, you were not us'd to 
flatter ? ) goa 
Herm, Flatter ! 
Ill ſhould I then repay thy father's care, 
So long by precept and example taught ; 
If mean deceit muſt rank me with her own !_ 


Abhor'd, deteſted vice, I know it not! 
_ | Love's 
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Love's faithful diftates prompt my vows to thee. 
Alæ. Enough, kind Hermias, tis too — to ſay 

On ſuch a ſubject, by a prince like you!! | 

Herm. Believe me then,—believe me but ſincere. 

Alæ. Alas, my lord, ſhall we thus idly tal,, 

When all are buſied midſt the ſcenes of war, 

When this ſad town, inveſted and forlorn, 

Calls out for ſuccours from her friends around? 

Herm. O do bat tell me once thy heart approves, - 

That as a friend at leaſt I'm welcome there, 

Then mine will bleſs thee, and be thus content, 

Till fome kind hour refign the whole to m. 
Alæ. I muſt believe you, and I wiſh you true! 
Herm. Then let me hope, 'it is the wiſh of love. 

» Ale. My Prince, may yet bid emulation riſe, 

In him, to dignify my father's virtues! = 
Herm. 7 taught by him, and by his dauntleſs 

friend, 

Pl follow now, where cory leads the way: 

Thy lovely i image, breathing thro* my breaſt, 

Shall ſpur me on to emulate their worth, 

Jo riſe in virtue, and deſerve thy love. 

Alæ. Prince, ſaid you not, my father had the, 
charge 

Of ſome commiſſion to the Roman camp ? 

Herm. He has, ſweet fair one! and at morn ſets out 
Ale. Then we will go, and wiſh him proſp'rous 
way; 

Kind heav'n grant he may return with peace! 
Herm. O lov'd Alæna, how thou fill'ſt my heart, 

I've not a thought but wed is wrapt in thee ! | 

llexeunt) 
Enter 
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Enter TERENTUS and SANDARIAN. 


Teren, No more, no more.—Romen, thou know't 


him not! _ 
He is a man of men—ſublimely * . U 
Great, in cloſe council, and the open field! 
Great, in the tempeſt, and the calms of lte! 
Great, in the palace, and the humble cot 
Corruption ſtains not him. tell thee no! 


Sanda. Here then we ceaſe, perhaps the ane i is 


mnmear, 
We may diſpute it in a harſher tone! 
As when, on Emiſenian plains engag'd, 
Rome's conqu'ring legions won the well-fought field. 


Teren, That was a bloody day—and fortune yours, 


Glorious the victory, but it coſt you dear! 
Sanda. It did. 
Teren. (looting at bin) Miſtaken! or I ſaw thee there? 
Sanda. Thou didſt and now, well recall to mind, 
The gallant man, who gen'rous gave me life; 
When my crack'd faulchion, faithleſs to the ſtroke, 
My aim prevented, and in ſplinters fley ! 
Teren. Yes, I remember now—give me thy hand. 
I Tove a valiant foe—thou foughteſt well ; 
Foughteſt like a man — and I adore thee for it. 
If e'er again we chance to meet in arms, 
Take better care thy temper'd ſteel be proof! 


Sanda. It would delight me more we met as friends, 


And mutual ſhar'd the pleaſing ſmiles of peace 
Teren. Nor thou, nor I muſt chuſe, tis ours to ſerve, 
True to our ſovereigns, and our country's cauſe. 
Sanda. Yet for thy fake, I with this war would 
ceaſe, , Teren. 


— þ 
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Teren. Leave that to fate —As thou and I are 
. ſoldiers ; | 

Whilſt war remains then let us act as ſoldiers, - + 


Zealous of glory and immortal fame ; 
And when amidſt embattl'd ranks engag'd, 


When flaming faulchions kindle ſouls to rage, 


Remember ſtill, what honeſt Homer ſung, 
« On valour's ſide, the odds of combat lie, 
The brave live glorious, or lamented die; 
„ The wretch, who trembles in the field of fame, 
« Meets death, and worle than death, eternal ſhame.” 


(exeunt) | 
End of the ff AA. 


ACT u. SCENE I. 
(The WALLs within.) 


Enter HERMIAS and TERENTUS at a Gate. 


Herm. H* muſt be near the camp? * 
Teren. No hardly r 


The way is diſtant, and his pace but ſlow. 


Herm. I can't expreſs my value for Longinus ; 
The juſt eſteem encreaſes with my years: | 
Great! venerable man 

Teren. Ves, my young prince, he is a worthy friend! 
A miniſter that's ſteady in his truſt ! _ | 
And well and faithful hath he ſerv'd the Queen— _ 

Herm. Long may he live to ſerve her, well and 

faithful, 


Teren. 
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Teren. To life's ſt cloſe, 1 know he'll prove 
the ſame— . 
Time's revolutions work no change i in him. 
Herm. I wiſh the Romans may receive him ſafe. 
Teren. They will not violate the law of nations, 
The perſons of ambaſſadors are facred. 
Herm. But ſhould Aurelian light the Ween? 8 re⸗ 
ſolve, 
Perhaps he may detain: him worſe, in chains ! 
Teren. If he touch one hair of that diſtinguiſh'd 
Or dares unjuſtly to detain him priſoner, 
I nſtant wel rouſe the i injur'd world to vengeance. 
(Exeunt) 


SCENE Il. Covwrxy leading to the Car. 
| Enter LONGINUS. 
Lug. How ſweet the morn! with miles ſhe chears 

_ _* the plain, 
Whilſt night's embrowning ſhadows fink away: 
So dawns fair virtue on the wakeful ſoul, — 
To light her thro? the darker ſhades of vice 
All nature active, to the nobleſt ends! 
Shall man alone ſtand Kill, and idly gaze ? 
The ſpacious world 1s one vaſt theatre, 
On which, we all are born to act our parts! 


 Happy—who a& them true—O thou, Demoſthenes / 


Had I one ſpark of thy energic fire, 
It now might aid—and O eternal thou / 

Who gav'it Demeſfthenes, and all protect my Oveen, 
ou TIO heart from vile corruption oe. | 
| | | (Exit 
B SCENE 


| 
7 
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SCENE: II. The” Roman Cant, a 


C351 X't 92.9 AI 


4 RELIAN: (before his ould ae 


" Aur. fries bear the thought, it ſtings me iP 
Gods! after all my conqueſts, all my trophies won, 
To be oppos d by one feeble woman— - 
If there be martial rage, or power in man, 
If there be aught, that's Roman in me, 
Spoil'd of her boaſted honours, the ſhall Eb. * 


Tho? Juno's ſelf defend. 194) 03 Nαν au ii 10 
ien a1 


6 5 1 ON, under guard, bar Ke w 3 | 


Offices. My lord, this is the prifoner—. _. _ _ 
Aur. Stripling! ye art thou ? ſay, a foe to Rome 


Di. I am; if great Palmytd's Queen be. qne— 
© Aur Know then, — TELE. Uke 
thee, 
We will extirpate from the be as dayz: 4 
Rome's Eagle ſhall command the ſubject bend, ve 
Nor wilhſhe brook a rebel Guards, to death. 
Di. Content I git is the Things fra: (Caine) 
Aur. Stay thy — un bust 
Di. San Dion, Son — 
MW Ha! ſay it ou! e, ſecure An fafe 
from harm, 0g 2 
Till farther orders, or opel appear. nat tue 
- (Exeunt Dion, Oſter, er 
This youth may be of ſervice now—his father, 
May forfeit fealty in ranſom for him 
My ſpies have try d him twice, but all in * 


td - 


\ 
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Tis drang fugh farm ould debt, bomb men! 


- Mater: SANDARIAN. | 


ur, General, what news? are the beſieged mine? 
Sandu. A ſpeedy envoy brings the Queen's reſolves, 
She hopes—nay, ſhe demands a milder treatment— 
Au. No milder ſhall ſhe have—for by the fun, 
That purples o'er yon eaſtern heights, I ſwear, 
If he Yurrenders not, I'll ſtorm the town, —_ 
And give it up to all the rage'of) var; 1 
Her vile adherents inſtantly ſhall die. 
Dragg'd at my chariot wheels, her haughty ſelf / 
Shall grace my triumph, and then alſo die K 
Gods! to be thus brav'd; and by 2 r f 
But fay, what ſpirit ſeems to rule 
The people's hearts, within you baughty town ? 
Sanda. From what I learn'd, I the greater 
17 number 
As for defending to the laſt extremes, 
Nor will ſurrender upon any terms; 
Yet there are ſome! whoſe' hearth Weit gladly visit 
And ſtrait receive their conqueror but, my . 
This fam'd Longinus is himſelf a number . 
* Then didſt thou ſound bi! Sik tho te 
| the means? 
| Sande. I ſpoke his boſom friend, but all was vain 3 
Firm to the ſervice of their favourite Queen, 
Like Ida's top they ſtand—no hinted threats, 
No proſpects of impending death they fear, 
Deaf to the wealthy proffers, all, all they ſcorn, . 


Yet more may be done—He comes ambaſſador. 
B 2 Aur, 


5 0 


—— — — —— — 
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Aur. ere 
But if he does not readily accept, | 
There's one ſhall ſuffer—his ſon's our pris ner. 

Sanda. Lucky chance! 

Aur. Les my reconoiterers: Auge the ſtripling 
On his rout from Perſia - where tis ſuppoſet 
They'd early ſent him to ſollicit aid. 

TT: He may; yu Ly r compleat your 

 with— 


Aw; Take him to thy ditird; und len him nber 
How much he can befriend d mdf and father _ 
Adviſe the youth to live, whilſt yet he may: 

A boy like him muſt ſure be fond of life! 
Keep within proper view¾y, and ſo contrive, | 
That, when his father's conference is ober, 
They then may meet, and talk it by themſelves: 
I ſhall withdraw, and leave them room to talk. 
Sanda. My Lord obey. _— live Aue! 

| (Exit, 

Aur. Spite of myſelf, I muſt admire the man, ? | 
Whoſe living fame conſenting nations own— * 
Treaſure of knowledge! Living library 
What titles theſe! And yet how juitly true! 

It's ſurely he, who fills his haughty Queen 
With thirſt of glory, A brave: . 
But the A _— | 


SAR 


Enter LON os, 222 9 Roman Officers 


"I Health to Aurelian, great Zenebia ſends. 
Aur, Say, does the yield? 


— 
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Not on conditions ſo ſeverely hard! 

Still as a Queen, ſhe looks for milder terms—- . 

Aur. Go tack and ell hr the hall ck in ain 
Why am I thus obliged to command 
Her due ſubmiſſion to my conqu'ring arms? uu 
Why does ſhe not now voluntary come . 
p as behoves her, humble at my feet ?— 

Long: Would you, great Emp'ror, have a _ 

like her, 

Thro' whoſe rich veins the blood of Egypt flows, ... 
Whoſe riſing glory rings thro? diſtant climes, 
Tamely ſubmit. like vile © afrighted ſlaves! _ 
She, who once with god-like Odenathus,. a3 
Shar'd the vaſt conqueſt of the Perſian realm! 

Aur. Why has ſhe dar d thus to. inſult high Rome? 
And yet repeat her inſults ? Why has ſhe * 5 
This title to aſſume : Queen of the Eat. 
And to our ſcorn array her ſons in purple, © __ 
With Cæſars, ſtil'd joint Emperors of Rame ? 
Why thus preſum'd, without our leave obtain'd ? _ 

Long. You know, my Lord, bhe Senate, to reward 
Th' eminent ſervice he had done the Empire, { 
Decreed thoſe dignities to Odenathus ; "Fad & 
And ſuch his noble valour well deſery'd, _ 
Since his brave arm ſuſtain'd Rome's tott'ring ſtate! 
Thoſe honours ſure Zenobia now may hold, 
By right of conqueſt, and her huſband's claim. 

Aur. Know, it he conquer'd, twas by Rome's 

command— 

How then dares ſhe uſurp a boaſted conqueſt, 
Which alone was Rome's ?—ſay, whence her arrogance, 
To withſtand my arms, at Antioch, and Emiſa, 


And now 
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againſt me ſhut Palmyro's gates: 
Tell her tis J eee 1 


Long. This, Sir, contains her'laſt reſolves.) | 
ace en ec] 
Aurelian it an officer 
Aur. n hy 2 
Officer. (Reads aland) 
Zenobia, Queen of the Eaſt, to the Rupert. 


22. 


cc Never was ſuch an unreaſonable demand pro- 


5 poſed, or ſuch rigorous terms offered by any, but 
&« yourſelf. Remember, Aurelian, that in war, what- 
« eyer is done, ſhould be done by valour. You im- 
« periouſſy command me to ſurrender ; but can you 
<« forget, that Cleopatra choſe rather to die with the 
title of Queen, than live in any inferior dignity ? 
We expect ſuccours from Perfia ; the Saracens are 
*« arming in our cauſe; even the Syrian Banditti 
have already defeated your army. Judge what 
& you are to expect from a conjunction of theſe 
forces. You ſhall be compelled to abate that pride, 
« with which, as if you were abſolute lord of the 
“ univerſe, you command me to Wen your cap- 
<« tive.” | 


Aur. Curſe on her inſolence !— 
Shall I, who have ſuch mighty. acts atchiev'd ; 
I—who ſhar'd the triumph of that glorious day, 
When Mæſia ſaw two hundred thouſand Goths 
Lie ſprawling on her duſty ſhoxe—ſhall I, 
Who with this ſingle arm, in open fight, 
Diſpatched a thouſand II bear ſuch inſult 
From a Woman *—return—the truce is oer 


Go, tell thy miſtreſs, ruin is at hand; 
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Inſtant I'll come, and thunder at. y tes; 
Fire, ſword, and all the rage ee . 15 
I'll teach her the reſpect the . owes to Rome / .... 10 
This provocation ſhe ſhall anſwer on her knees; 3 
Herſelf, her family, and vile adherents, 
Shall be a prey to fury - death and plunder: 
Thus I'Il extirpate all yes, by the e ee 
But, Langinus, mark me — F "WM 
If thou art willing to preſerve thy life, 19 * 
Midſt all the fury of my: —— AT 
Thou may'ſt be ſafe, tho proud Zenabia fall— 
, followed by Sr A 
Lang. Shall I be ſafe, if great Zenobia fall 
If haltly ruin muſt at Jength enſue, _ 13 _ 
Shall I not ſhare it with her? O virtue wok, * 
Throꝰ all the changes of this mortal Nate, N - gv 
Public and private, ſtill aſſiſt my foul!  . 
O guard i re rom ory be 2 
And firmly fix her abſolute in thee. | 


(Dion. comes up to lim) | 
Dion /—how cam'ſt thou here? why bodes «my h 
ſon 
Di. Ves, father! I am ſtill your ſon. 
Long. 1 hope thou art, and wilt deſerve the name. 
But, why then preſent with Zenobia's foes ? 
Di. Pm here a pris'ner by the chance of war- 
Lsg. Forgive me, boy, (embracing vey! I had 2 
ä ſtrange ſurmiſe. 
Di. They ſtopt me on my return from 5 
Long. Didſt thou ſucceed ? A 
Di. I did - the ſuccours come. | 
Long. Thanks td heaven —What lays Aurelian to 


thee ? | 
B 4 Di. 


" 
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Di. That I muſt die, unleſs my father fave. 
Long. As how? & 
Di. I'll name it not— twould be unwelcome, 9 
Long. 1 o_ the means—with . guard thy 
For I am fix d —nor en nor ale avail 
J hope my ſon is ſteady in his virtue? 
Di. If virtue fave not, life ſhall ne er be bought: | 
Your kind inſtructions have not been in vain; 
Them have I ever cheriſh'd in my mem'ry ; 
Thro' every change of fortune, ſtill they riſe, 
And fill me with a fortitude like yours. . 
Long. To die, my ſon, is but in fact to live ; 
To live a life—beyond what man can give! 
To live a life of glorious liberty, 
Which mortal tyranny can ne'er infring e! 
Di. To me, kind Sir, death has few terror now, 
Since robb'd of liberty and liberty | 
Shall not in fear be won by ought that's baſe} 
Long. Thou thinkeſt well—what matters it, my ſon, 
Whether amidſt the bloom of youth thou fall'ſt, 
Or breathe till age has whiten'd o'er thy brow, 
So thy heart be good? Dare to be virtuous, 
Thou ſhalt never die. Life immortal blooms. 
Di. I am prepar'd, nor will I ſwerve from you; 
Whatever tortures rack this mortal frame, 
Her dignity the ſoul ſhall ne er forego. 
4 Good boy (enbracing) with noble firmneſs 
bear thy part; 3 
Perhaps we yet may meet again on earth; 
If not, I hope in happier climes we ſhall—farewell! 


Di. Thou beſt of fathers and of men farewell! 
* (Embrace) 


As 


Yann 5 


As they are parting, enter SAN DARION. 


Sanda. Dion, thou art free—__ 
Di. So unexpected! I can ſcarce believe 
Sanda. My Emperor vouchſafes thee liberty. 
Lon. Heaven bleſs him for it—whence this e 
Sanda. From my requeſt on bended knees 1 
aſk d it. | 

Long. Reman /=—whiy ie ? Ek N 
Sanda. For brave Terente ?! | 

That worthy man, whoſe honeſt heart is cine 

To him I owe my liberty and life; 

Therefore to him your warmeſt thanks belong. 1 
Long. Pity ſuch generous ſouls ſhow'd e' er be foes. 
Sanda. We might be friends—but PI not name 

it now; 3 

1 ina from him, - what worth Longinus wears, 

And whilſt I live, PII ſtrive to ſerve ye both, 

As far as honour and allegiance bd——' © .) 

Di. For this, kind Roman, what returns are Se 2 

Yes, let me thank thee on my ſuppliant knee. 
Sanda. Forbear, brave youth, no thanks are due 

to me; 

Give Terentus all go and be happy. | (Esit.) 
Lang. O Dion! what delightful change is this? 
Di. It is, my father! riſing from the grave 

Already had I felt the dark approach, | | 

And meditated o'er the ſolemn ſcene——  - 
Long. How glad the good man bore the grateful 

news! | 

How all enraptur'd with the deed he'd done ! 

O virtue, amiable, ſweet and good, 
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On every action that's inſpir d by thee, 

A ſure-reward I. ads Fin Joy 

Thou kindly giv'ſt, and doſt ſecure us more. 
Now, come my Dion, let us pleas d return, 


Thy life e 1 r . our e = 
Eau 


a Eu Krk rrax anf SANDARTAN. 


Aur. Have I not told thee, that it ſhall be ſo? 
Sanda. My lord, *twall. decply pain the good ald 
man 

Aur, No matter, ſhould it nels bien to the foul 
When. the whole demands, ſal ee, 1 

ny oe OT 
Ff the tall foreſt groans, hall rubs, not ſhake ?. 

Go inſtant'then, and bring the ſtripling back— 
Sanda. Good, my r ee! en 3 
much, Alas / 1 
Aur. I ii Rnd 'ts! Gant. 
Enough thou knoweſt, I have urgent cauſe ! "4 | 
ben ere yet they reach the walls. 
R 


SCENE . n ban * E. 


Enter LONGINUS and DION—.4mi in Arm. 


Long. Yes my ſon, thou now ſeem'ſt dearer eo mel 
Thy near eſeape will cauſe a gen' ral joy - 5 
Thy tender ſiſter will rejoice to ſee thee; 

And when ſhe hears the memorable news, 
Sweet innocence ! how her ſoft heart will bound! 
Thy ſocial friend, the Princely Hermias too, 
_— "a 
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N „ ee 
So much they lars thee. N 0 


Enter SANDARIAN, witha Guard, 


Sanda. Alas, how ſhort your joy! 
Di. What means the Gen'ral? 
Sanda. Dion, thou art once again my priſoner— 


(Bolus him) 
I'm ſorry from my b maſter wills. | 
. _ e e g ; 


Sanda. Reaſonsof —* need uni; — 
Dion is remanded back —I muſt obey. | 
Long. Then be it ſo—my ſon, once more, farewek! 
Be virtqous, and remember me, my Boy! N 8 
Di. 1 will remember, and to lateſt breath 


MOT a firmneſs, worthy of your fon, 
(Exit: with Sandarion) 


Long. How chequer'd life! how changeful human 
ſcenes! . 
5 The man how vain, who. reſts his hope on theſe ! 
Who. ſighs for leſs. than immortality, 
No true, no laſting happineſs ſhall find. 
| (Enter TE RENT Us haſtily.) 
kon ſcen'ſt in haſte my friend ? 7 3 
Teren. I ſaw ye from the w e 
And where is Dion? ſurely he was here? 
Long. Yes, my friend he was- the foes have horn 
him hence. ö 
Teen. Gods r . at their 
heels ; 
{x Longs 
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Long. Forbear thy haſte, till I have told thee all. 
I found him captive in the hoſtile camp, Wee 
Taken on his homeward root from Perſia, 

Teren. I fear'd it 

| Long. The Gen' ral, whom thou know'ſt, obtain'd 

releaſe, | 

And all delighted with the grateful deed, 
We thus had got beyond the trench together, 
When ſudden, urg'd by ſome capricial mood, 
Aurehan chang'd, and order'd his return. 

Teren. Let me follow this truſty blade mall reſcue, 
Or P11 give myſelf in ranſom for him. 

Long Leave him to fate he has perform d his part, | 
Succeeded, and the look'd-for fuccours con. 
Teren. *Tis well, once more we'll boldly venture outz 
And face this mighty conq'ror-of a thouſand. — = 

Long. Thou know'ft not all, they'd Wust r with 
the boy. | 
Teren. On the fame hateful ftrain ? the change of 
ſides? | 
Long. The very ſame, but found his breaſt was proof. 
Teren. Honeſt youth, there is no reom to doubt him. 
Whence comes it friend, theſe Romans fo miſtake ? 
They ſurely fancy thee a thing of wind, 
That ſhifts, and changes, with each tranſient ** 
A worthleſs tool, whoſe heart is true to none? 
Long. Let us to arms—we muſt equip for fight, 
The foe, enrag'd, has ſworn to ſtorm the town. 
Teren. Let him come on, we'll warm him ere he goes, 
Lung. Haughty as the proud Egyptian monarch, 
He treats our Queen, and her reſolves, with ſcorn. 
Teren. Perhaps, like Sapor, he may have a fall, 
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And ſuch a fall, as he ſhall n&er regain 

Some ſoldiers Great Zenobia ſtill hath left, ey” 

And none of theſe will &er deſert her cauſe, _,. 
Long. None, who are worthy of the martial name. 
Teren. Ah hapleſs Dion, what a loſs was there 
Long. Such turns and changes are annex'd to life, 

By fate ordain'd, and we muſt ſtand prepard— _ 
Tere To fave him yet, no means ſhall be untry d- 


Long O Terentus, I am happy in thy friendſhip. 
(Here Longinus throws his arm on Terentus' ' ſhoulder) 


* Teren, And this warm heart is doubly ſo in thine. 
Long. Thrice bleſt the man who finds a friend * 
thee ! 
When forc'd to ſtruggle on life's ſtormy fea, 
When waves ariſe, and furious tempeſts roar, . 
cp faithful bark till bears him fafe to ſhore, 
| (E xeunt) 


End f the Second AR. . 
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ACT" m. SCENE I. 
An APARTMENT in the PALACE. 


Enter HERMIAS and ALENA — Hand in Hand. 


Herm. RIEVE not, Alena, all will yet go well, 
| Tho' now a pris'ner, Dion's life is ſafe; 
Freedom, which lately ſmil'd, again may ſmile. 
Ale. Alas, there is but too much cauſe to doubt: 

' Whence ſprung the victor's ſudden change of mind? 
8 already I behold the youth, 


Oh fre forth a victim to his keen revenge 
ve him, heaven! 


Herm. 
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Herm. Why i fear the worſt 2 - 
Remember how thy godlike father bears, 
And fury'We Ives you wh ene en - 

Alæ. In vain, kind prince, I ſtrive to bear like him, 
This feeble brealt is Ml ſoft nature's fave ; 

Still yields to every fad impreſſion; __ 
And then, in Dion, I have always found, . 
Some what more than brother—a Friendſhip kind, 
A tenderneſs, {that words con'd neer expreſs 1 

Herm. I know him well, he is an honeſt youth, 
Free from the folfies of pretending fools! = 
In gen'rons deeds,” his worthy ſoul delights— 

T long to tell him, how my heart is bleſt, 
With kind returns of love —mutnal and fincere. _ 

Ate. Thoſe Kind returns, by you will be forgot 
Forgot, when golden fortune gleams again, 

en'crowns, and ſcepters, court your cager 

Herm. Never, O never . | 
Sooner {ſhall my ſoul forget to think, 

When wrapt in vaſt immenſity of thought, 

Sooner forget her philoſophic guide, 

Sublime. Longinus /. whoſe ſeraphic 1 

Fills her with wiſdom's high important truths, 

And emulation of immortal deeds— 

No ſhould fidkle fortune at this inſtant "RY 

Crown me with all that Odenathns wore, 

With ev'ry honour of a regal ſtate, 

Alena fill ſhou'd ſhare — or was my fate 

To toil, and labour, with the lab'ring ind, © 

I wou'd ſtill be thine— | 
Ale. You, I muſt believe. 
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Herm. If yet, my fair, r 
This moment, let the facred knot be tyd. | 
. 0 name it not, till Fr return again. * 


Ben TERENTUS.. WY 
Tren. 80 * young prince, I ind you're cloſe 
engag d; 


Well well, the maid is worthy all your love! n 


Herm. Brave Terenius" I rejoice to ſee you. 

. Ale. Good Terentus! how fare you? 

When ſhall we have the fmile of peace again ag 
Teren. When all thoſe legions that beſiege our _ 

Lie ſcatter*d breathleſs on th' enſanguin'd plain, 

Or, routed by the brav 'ry of our ſwords, 

Seek refuge in their heels 
Herm. O for the day! y- 
Teren. True valour, prince, for ever hopes the belt! 

Twice have I met theſe Romans in the field, 

And, tho' they both times won the glorious day, 

I found them only men—who knows but now, © 

The ſmiling moment comes—who' knows, my r 

But ere the ſun has reach'd his noontide weight” 

Our fan'd Paimyru may again be free??? 

Alæ. I tremble for my Dion —he, alas, is Wal 

Teren. Fear not this truſty blade ſhall clear his way. 

Herm. Think you they'll dare a general affault ? 

& "Twas ſo they threaten'd, Vat maln they 
ſtay ; 

They make a tedious day-wel not wait for chem; ; 

In one briſk ſally we will meet their force, 

Spite of their numbers fortune may be eng 

| "Oe as 
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To try, with ha how their boſoms glow, 
And with freſh courage rouze their warlike ſouls, 
Exit 
Hm. Excellent man he? is full of brav'ry. * 
Alæ. My father paſſionately doats upon him 
Hern. Yes, they are friends, and have been ſuch 
to me; © 
Terentus moves me with what's great on earth; 
The calm Longinus raiſes to the ſkies. 
Ale.” We love Terentus, and he loves us all— — 
Oft have I ſeen my brother cling about him, 
To catch his warful accents as they fell, | 
When the brave man has told of battles fought ;- $- 
Then with What tender looks he'd ſmile upon him, 
And quite enraptur'd, to my father ſay, 
« My friend, this boy of thine will be a man.” 5 
Oh, Dion! ; 
Herm. Forbear, my love, the Queen approaches now. 


Enter ZENOBLA, followed by LONGINUS in armer. 


Jenob. Tis then reſoly'd—we'll ſtem this * tile, 
And force it to retreat _ 
Long. [ hope. we ſhall—it is too tame to walt | 
The boaſter's.;coming —— ( (Shouts within) 
Their zeal'the ſoldiers by yon ſhouts declare. 
Zenob. Alena, bring my arms—once more I'll ſhare 
2 he manly glories of a martial field. | 
Long. Rather, my Queen, let me adviſe your . 
Lou know the turret, that o'erlooks the walls 
Thither pleaſe to go, Alena, with the prince, 
Will wait — from thence you ſafely may behold 
| 1 he action as it moves.— 
Zenab. 
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Zenob. Be it ſo, farewel! Heaven grant ſucceſs. C 
(Exit 

Herm. Glory be with thee—whereſoc'er thou go'ſt! 

Long. Kind prince, 1 thank e. now attend the 


Queen. 
Herm. Protect, Great Jove, O now 7 protea my 
ont ungen (Exit) 


Longs 2 be compos'd—come x nearer me — 


(Taler her hand ) 


— 


To day, my daughter, I perhaps may fall! 
But if I fall, remember how I fell! 
Who wou' d not die to ſerve ſo good a Queen? 
Forget not, child, there is another world, 
Where we: ſhall forely live, and meet again.— 
Alæ. Oh my lov'd brother! where, alas, is he? 
Long. I charge thee, as thou lov'ſt us both, grieve 
not; 1s 
With, equal fortitude prepare thy foul 3 5 
Let not dejection cloud her heavenly hope: 
Go to the Queen, and learn like her to bear 
Whatever fate, Almighty Will decrees, 
Partake it with her, nor deſert, till death.— 


Enter TEREN TVs. 


Teren. All ready, i in arms, and eager for the charge, 
A keener edge their-flaming ſwords ne'er wore. 
How does Alena f tweet maid ! do not fear; 
I' free thy Dion, if this arm be proof. 

Long. Attend the Queen, Alena. — (Exit Alena) 


Enter HERMIAS. 


"Hem, I return, to acquaint my friends with news, 
C Which 
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Which may, perhaps, be of advantage to us. 


Long. Name it 
Herm. I have learnt from a Raman nt," 
That Dion was removed from the camp, 
And is now under guard within the trench. 
Teren. Welcome thy news, I ſhall have eaſy work. 
Herm. Suppoſe, Longinus, I go with 1 05 now? 
I long to exerciſe in open fight, 
Teren. Yes, let him go, I ſee his ſoul's on fire; 
The blood of Odenathus warms within tim. 


Long. No, Hermas, you muſt fare attend the n ; 


Shall the be left alone in times like 'theſe ? 
Beſides, young prince, you muſt remember too, 


Should Zenobia fall, it will on you depend. 5 


To reinſtate the honours of your houſe, q 
Which tyranny unjuſtly yet withholds. el 
Herm. Glory is more than all, Terentus 4581 ; 
Teren. Ay, wy boy, glory is more than kingdoms. 
(Caps his — 
Longinus, let him go, the Queen is fat 6449} 
Long. Be nowadvis'd, my prince, you muſt not go 5, 
It beſt behoves you to be with the Queen. 


Herm. Well, I „ re and 8 be . a 


(Exit) 
Terem This noble diſpoſition of the, prince 

Delights me much—it is an early proof 

Of inward greatneſs, and a riſing ſoul: 

But come, my friend, we ſtay - time's on the wing. 
Long. What if we ſhould meet no more, Terentus? 
Teren. We'll never part, whate'er the day produce; 

Come life or death, ſtill equal let us ſhare. 

 Lmne.*'Twould give us joy, if, ere our eyes be clos' 'd, 

We could behold our matchleſs Queen reſtor'd 0 


ww" 
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To all che brilliance of her former reign, C44. 


Above the threat'nings of tyrannic ſway ! 
Teren, On ——_ now the whole ſucceſs depends. 


* (A. bout) 
Hear how thay. bout brave hearts how — ov 
war |; | 
Come let us march N 
Long. Or victory or death (Exeunt) 


SCENE IL—A TowER. 
The QUEEN and ALENA—on the top. 
Zenob. O Palmyra / how my heart would bleed, 
( Looking oy, 

Was I to ſee thy grandenrs laid in duſt, 
Thy glorious ſtructures, which ſo long have ſtood, 
The pride of nations, and the boaſt of kings ! 
Oh 458 let me lead à life unknown, 
Or join the havock of a vanquiſfi'd field! 
I think, Alena, Hermias ſeems to ſtay; 
Perhaps he cannot man ä 

Alæ. He comes. 


HERMIAS comes to the bottom of the tower, 


Herm. Fighteen !— 

Old enough for war—for deeds heroic ! 

At eighteen—what was the noble Cyrus * * 

What was Alexander of Macedon? 

Or what was He, who, whilſt an infant, ſwore - 
Eternal hatred to the Roman name? © 
At eighteen—theſe were men——crown'd with 1 immor- 
tal fame! 

Ti is then full time that I ſhould be abroad, | 

C2 To 
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To ſhew the world from whoſe great loins I rung 

Glory now calls me to the martial field,  - 

And in 2 voice perſuaſive - with Terentus, 

What god-like acts might be atchiev'd—but then. 

Longinus has advis'd, and duty- My 1} 70:77 152] 

Duty and love—4/2na too is there. 

Alena! Zencbia! "Theſe to guard 

Is no-diſhonourable poſt—hereafter 

I will rr 1 for greater dangers. 

He aſcends the tower ) 

Zenob. My fon! may't thou in worth and glory riſe, 

Riſe, like thy father, whoſe renowned arm | 

Became the ſcourge of tyrants—had he liv'd, 

O had he liv'd till now! this boaſter proud, 

Had felt his rage, and own'd an equal here. 
Herm. They come! 8 

In lines embattl'd ſee the : Romans move! ESP 

Forth from the trench their countleſs legions riſe. 
Zenob. My faithful Palmyrenians haſte to meet them- 

The gallant Zabdas leads the. fearleſs van; 

How bold he marches to begin the fight 

See brave Terentus, in the centre plac'd ; 

Like Mars he moves, impatient for the charge. 6 

Godlike Longinus — majeſtically flow, . _ 

Cloſes the rear—how deep he ſeems in hought— 

As if refolv'd to conquer or to die 7 
Alæ. O heavens preſerve! | 
Herm. See! what a AT ſhove the. archers | 

ſend 
From well-drawn bows! 
What crowds of lances ſhiver thro” the air! 17 | 


2. Already are they cloſe . 


„ ur 
Now 
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Now martial courage ſwell the brave to deeds, FE 
Like thoſe on Ilion's ſhores !—— | 
Herm. Gods|—how the faulchions Suach! tis fire 
| they dart : 
See, ſee, what ſpaces left what heaps of dead! 
Ale. May heaven protect! 
Zenob. O tis a glorious fight | 
Herm. Brave Terentus / how they ay before KA 
Undaunted Zabdas / thou maintain'ſt thy ground, 
By crowds ſurrounded—fierce-as ſtern Achilles 
Faithful ſword !—it hath ſtruck home 
Zenob. See, how Longinus animates on whole, 
In thickeſt ranks engag d- 
Ale. O heaven fave! | 
Herm. Now mighty cohorts ! where _ match- 
leſs ſtrength? * 


Where, where your boaſted force? your {kill at arms? 


O lov'd Terentus thou art more than man. 


Zenob. Alas, now: Zabdas, thou art gone for ever! 


Herm. ae great Longinus ſets him free. 
O the good man ! what majeſty he wears ! 


How firm he tramples o'er the flaughter'd lines, Mi 


Zealous for his Queen, and for Liberty : 
No danger frights—in vain yon thronging chiefs | 
Would diſappoint his arm—aghaſt they fall, 
At every blow they fall, and ſwell the Kinks 
Zenob. Say, my ſon, ſee'ſt thou Terentus ? 
Herm. Ah no -I ' ſee him not—in vain to look! 
Ale. Heaven preſerve ! 
Zenob. How my heart feels for him! 
Alas, he's gone!—too early loſt for me! 
TR C3 Herm. 


| 
| 
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Herm. Too early loſt indeed tis vain to look! 
He muſt ſure be gone I cannot find him. 
Zienob. Nor thou brave Terentus / faithful ſoldier! 
What noble courage have we loſt in thee! 
Herm. J have him, or my eyes deceive—— 
Zenob. Where! where! * 
Herm. Look to the right. where great Longinu 
; moves. . 
Zenob. 1 ſee—alas, he is impreſs'd by thouſands! 
Herm. Tis nought——his daring n beats 
them all! 
Zenob. What youth is that he leads from out the 
throng ? | ; 
Herm. Good heavens! Alzna, look. | 
Ale. ( looking ) It is my brother! 
Herm. Tis him—'tis him O joy! at ry ! 
See —ſee he ſnatches forth a Roman ſword, | 0 
And flies with eagerneſs to aid his aan, 
O let me run, and combat by his fide! 


You will excuſe—1 e muſt not ſtay— 
(Runs down, and exit) | 


Zenob, Hermias is now too late—the field is ours, | 
They fly! they fly! the boaſtful Romans 2h 
On every ſide they yield. Brave Terentus / _ 
Look—look, Alena—how thy father moves! 
Reeſiſtleſs Zabdas /—keen thy deathful word! 
—— Alz. Good heaven be prais'd — 
_ Zend. We'll meet the conqu rors— 


(They come down, and exeunt. 


r 


ScENE 
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SCENE IIL—T he CounTRY befire the, warte. 


DloN /upported by LON GINUS. | 


Tong. How art thou, Dion! - thy pain aMifts me, 
Di. It is not much— yet have ſtrength to bear. 
Long. *Twas a warm diſpute 

Di. Gallantly maintain'd. 

Long. O thou preſerver of the juſt! eternal Jon! 
Thine was the conqueſt, and be thine the 1170 

Di. The Palmyrenians behav'd like men. 

Long. They fought like pn worthy of their 


Queen. | 
Enter HERMIAS. 


Herm. Good Longinus/ health and joy !—my Dion 
Let me claſp thee to my raptur'd boſom ! | (Embrace) 
How art thou friend? alas! thou ſeem'ſt not well. 
Di. A random jav ling {truck me in tae thigh. 
Herm. Lean upon me—thy wound I fear is great? 
Di. No, Prince, it is not deep—how fares Alæna? 
Herm. She will rejoice to meet thee now reſtor'd. 
Di. Sweet innocence! I always found her kind. 


Herm. From the tower we ſaw—did not Terentus 
free thee? 

Di. He did 

Long. That changeleſs friend, alworthy as albrave! 
Pierc'd thro' the foes, &en to their outer guard, 
And brought him off 

Herm. V'll thank him for the deed. 

Long. Kind prince, Dien is honour'd in your friend- 

ſhip. 

Herm. Longinus taught me to revere the good; 

Dion and I muſt be both friends and brothers. 
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Di. Brothers 

Herm. Yes, friend, Aland' $ tender n is Hine, 
If thy good ſire approve.—  - 

Tong. The time may come; bat now ſuſpend the 

theme! 

Til peace her olive o'er Reer ſpread, 
| We will not name it Son, thy pain ſeems worſe 
Di. It does increaſe — © 
Herm Alas, my friend, it is too much to bear. 
Di. No, I can yet ſuſtain—— 


Enter ZLMOBLS and ALANA. 
(Alena embrace: Diva) 


Zenob, Thou faithful miniſter, and friend, Ein. 
How ſhall I reward this ſervice done me. 
Long. Your approbation is complete reward, 

| Zeneb. Dion ſeems not well! what has befalln him? 
Herm. He is wounded, and I'm afraid *tis much. 

.  Zenob. Dothou then, Hermias, lead him to the palace, 
And fee the 9 all their {ſkill employ. _. 

( (Exeunt Hermias and Dion) 
Law: My royal liege you are ever gracious. 
Zenob. Whoever ſuffer in their ſovereign' s cauſe, 

Are proper objects of a ſovereign's care— - 

Now, worthy man! ſince victory deigns to ſmile, 

May we not dare to hope for better terms ? 

Long. I think you may—and if the ſuccours come, 

En venture to propoſe them in the field, 

Zenob. Where the brave men, Zabdas and Terentus ? 

** They ſtay to form and lead the ſcatter'd : __ 

Zeno 
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Zenob. Wait for them here —. Alena and myſelf 


Will to the wounded, and aſſiſt their cure. 


We (Exit, with Alena) 
Long. (Looking at his handit) © 


What human blood theſe trembling hands have ſhed, 
Dire neceſſity ! that man muſt war with man! 
Aſtoniſh'd reaſon ſhudders at the thought! 

Yet long as rapine and injuſtice are, 

It muſt be ſo! tho? even nature blame. 


Enter TERENTUS, with @ naked Sword. 


Long. Health to my friend! congratulation flows. 
Teren. Glorious day! yon high a ſun 

In brighteſt ſplendor, ſeems to hail us joy ! 

But all impertet—Zabdas breathes not now. 

Long. Ah! | 
Teren. After many boaſtful Romans ſlain, 

Too eager in the laſt purſuit, he fell. 
Long. In him, the Queen hath loſt a faithful ſoldier, 
Teren. A bolder heart ne'er warm'd a mortal frame, 

O happy man! O the thrice happy man! 

He liv'd in glory, and midſt glory died! 

But where is my prize? my peerleſs Diom— - 
Long. He is in the palace, wounded— b 
Teren. Dangerous? 

Long. I hope not the Queen herſelf attends him. | 
Teren. I've often told thee, he would be a man, | 

And ſuch he fairly prov'd himſelf to day, | 

Intrepid as a lion in the field. 

Long. From thy example, cou'd he fail to riſe ? 

But pre'thee, whoſe that naked ſword ? 


Teren. 
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Teren. It hath an owner, and a brave one too 


Here he comes 
(Enter Sandarian, and other Romans, bude) 


Teren. Guards, leave here your priogcrs — 
(Exeunt guards) 
Brave $ . what thou ſo well deſerv'ſt 
I reſtore thee, Liberty ! been 
This honeſt weapon henceforth 0 defend. — 


(Gi ives the fword) 
Sanda. Thou gen ous man! twice, fate has ſo 
decreed 
To give by thee my life and liberty— 


Teren. The fortune of the field is doubtful 8 


It happen'd mine to conquer —gallant foe ! 


Thou now art free — ſo, for thy ſake, are they; 
(Pointing 2 to the reſt) 


If fate reſerve another day for thee, | 

Reverſe to this, then thou mays repay me. - 
Long. Roman, I thank thee for thy kind intent 

To free my boy—it was a tender boon ; 

But now we have not time to waſte in ſpeech, 

Since war mult keep us foes—go and be free. 
Sanda. Ye gods, what men! © 

(Exit, followed by the reſt. 

Long. Or I mmiſtake—Sandarion hath a ſoul! 

A ſoul—that ventures to maintain her ground, 

Firm and unſhaken, *mid the change of times. 
Teren, 1 like the man —his veins are nobly fill'd ; 

There's ſomething in him of their ancient Scipios, 

A dreadleſs courage, with a heart that feels. 


Enter HERMIAS z ih. 


Hum. Mourn—moura, Longinus | — O Terentus, 
mourn ! Our 
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Our much-lov'd Dion is. ũ, 20 more! 
Teren. Dead! 
Herm, Scarce had the ſurgeons ſearch'd and dreſs'd 
bis wound, = þ 
When from the parts ſuch vaſt effuſion flow'd, 
As life could not ſuſtain :—come and behold ! 
Oh Dion! Dion |—— (Exit) 
Teren. Was it for this I freed the darling boy? 
Was it for this he roſe to manly worth? | 
To be ſo early loſt ?=O dreadful ſhock ! 
Long. (After ſome pauſe) Tis ours, my fend, to bear 
this mortal ſtate, 1 #4 | 
In ſtorms not ſunk, nor in the calms elate; - 
Thro' every ſcene, a prudence to retain, 


Perform our „ and be not leſs than men 
| (Exeunt). 


End of the Third Act. 


6— . 


ACT VV. SCENE L. 


An APARTMENT in the Sas and | 


Dion's body covered with black—HERMIAS and 
ALZNA fitting by it in mournful poſtures. 


Herm. Elentleſs death why ſped thy ſhaft ſo 

ſoon ? 

Why fell its fury on the bloom of youth! 3 

Could'ſt thou not ſtay ?!—O da thou not have, 
ſtaid 


1 al Weary age, or ling' ring ſickneſs call'd? (Pe 
ow 
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How vaſt a treaſure halt way fnateh'd from me 
A friend, the darling of my mul foub! 

A friend, with every riſing virtue toyyd! 

A friend, by all, that ever knew him, lova! 

O how ador'd! O how ador'd and lov'd !— (ee 

Ale. Yes—he was ſprightly, generous, and kind! 
His heart was tender, and his love ſincere, 
The beſt of ſons, of brothers, and of friends! (ina, 

Herm. O much. lov'd youth art thou for ever 

gone? 
Shall we no more the ſweets of friendſhip taſte? 
Shall we no more in ſocial converſe join? 
No more unlock the ſecrets of our minds, 
Heighten our joys, and make our griefs ſubſide ? ? 
Our griefs how ſoft to thoſe I now muſt feel !— 

Alz. Oh Dion! Dion! what Pve loſt in thee! 
Where ſhall I find ?—ab! whither ſhall I go, | 
To ſeek a brother, and a friend, like thee? (eep-) 

Enter LONGINUS, 
Long. My heart ng more — enough of ſorrow for 
the parted dead. 
Why ſhould I grieve ?—the youth was ever 1 
A better ſon ne' er bleſt a father's love! 
Early he panted for a virtuous fame; 
Early he ſought to gain the bright abodes— (gabe 
Ah! had he wander'd with the thoughtleſs train, 
Been deaf to truth and every ſerious lore ; - 
Had irreligion ſear'd his yielding mind, 
In ſpite of reafon's intellectual ray; 


* had I mourn'd indeed ! — 
* (Turning to Hermias and Alena) 


There 
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There are the marks of friendſhip, and of love 
Theſe know not yet the various ulls of life: 

A loſs like this their tender hearts can't bear ; 
And yet, alas, what mightier woes may come /— 
Ariſe, my child, and let thy ſorrows ceaſe : 
(Raiſing ber) | 
Dion is bleſt—and we can wiſh no more: 

The gift was heaven' heaven hath recall'd ! 


Shall we then grieve ? ? 1+  (Hermias riſes). 
Herm. Who would. not grieve, to loſe a * 
like mine? 


Who would not weep, in boundleſs ſorrow loſt * 
How weak 1 is reaſon *midſt fuch Painful ones. 


* Oy. | 
Forbear, kind prince- | 

Thy love for Dion was, I know, ſincere 
An ly friendſhip join'd your artleſs fouls, | 
And hand in hand, ye might have eaſy trod 
The mazey round of life—but fate would not ; 
Patient then reſign 
We have not time for ceremonial rites — 


The oleh TO walks the Queen _ | 
(E it Mn), 


Enter TERENTUS, with Soldiers, 


Teren. (Laying his hand an the body) 
Honeſt boy! Thow:drew'ft a manly blade; 


Thy firſt eſſay, might claim a vet'ran's heed! 

Soldiers, remember how the youth behay'd ! 

Within your boſoms nurſe the gen'rous fire; 

Sure, if we live, bis wound ſhall be revenig'd! 

* a OD ſoldiers offering to withdraw the bo- 
* & 12 10 Ts ah, Hermias throws himſelf upon it) 
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Han. 0 part us not let one kind grave unite 
Thoſe hearts, which pureſt friendſhip firmly join'd ; 
Yes, we were friends, if friends on earth there are: 
O wretched mortals ! how ſevere our fate 
That een in youth we're not exempt from woes! 
Our brighteſt day is intermix'd with clouds! 

Long. It gives me Joy, that Dion met ſuch love, 
From thoſe, who ne'er beſtow it but on merit; 
Whoſe gen'rous ſouls a low deceit can ſcorn. _ 
To friends, by virtue made, what bliſs ſucceeds, 
They live beloved, and lamented die— 

But now, nor ſighs, nor tears, mult be indulg d? f 
Terentus calm the prince, he muſt reſign, 
(Terentus N the prince). 


Soldiers, bear off the body. 
Teren. Kind prince, a while ſuſpend thy gen' rous 
grief, 
Thy Dia s fate, hereafter thou may'ſt mourn z 
_ if thou lov'd, in valour ſhew thy love! 
When face to face, thou meet*ſt a daring 3 
Boldly ſtrike home, and be at once ed 
Herm, I will—I will—yes, by my friend, I will, 
If aught of Odenathus ſtirs within me; | 
If great examples, like thy own, can move! 
Tales Longinus by the 1 
Forgive, good man, my wild tranſported grief; 5 
Yet unexperienc'd in ſuch dreadful ills, | 


f I cannot bear like thee—afliſt'my ſoul !— | 

q Oh Dion Dion /—(Fillows the body, barn off by the ſoldiers) 

ö Teren. His tendetneſs—how Ar ar: it nr 

5 40% Mme. 

\ Long. The heart, that tacks not at another's woe, 
Is 
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Is ſteel - the heart, that does not feel its own, *- 

Is more than ſteel as ſavage as the brutes; 

Now cou'd I ſorrow,” midſt a flood of tears, 

But prudence muſt defend, and reaſon guide. 


_ Euter ZEN OBIA. 


" Zench, Tanin Llament thy loſs ſevere. 
Dion, alas, has met an early fate! = 
Long. A greater loſs your royal ſelf ſuſtain? 3141 \ 

When Zabdas fell—there, nobleſt valour died! 
Zencb. He ſerv'd me true his memory ſhall ive— 
Thy fon has allo periſh'd'in my cauſe. | 1 
Long. If me, or mine, can ſerve you, it is well; 
My ſon could not have choſe a better cauſe. 1 
Zenob. Say, how ſhall we improve our late ſucceſs? | 
The Roman now will ſure abate his pride, 
And deign to ſend us honourable terms. 
Teren. Give him not leave to ſend us any now! 
Long. Wait the ſupplies—and then N your: 
term, ö ; 

Such terms as may be, worthy, your acceptance. 

Zenob. That as it happens—T have now a thought, 
Which, if ye both approve, we'll execute— - 
Come near Terentus—are my ſoldiers well? 

Are they ſtill true, and zealous 3 in my ſervice? 
Teren. To a man. | 
Zenbb. Then mark me In dead of night, 
When filence, and when darkneſs reign, we'll march, 
And reſolutely ſtorm their camp.—What think ye? 
Teren. Illuſtrious Queen! I like it well—*tis brave 


It is a noble thought - Hat ſays my friend?ꝰ 


Long, 
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Long. Bold it ſeems, and may perhaps prove deſp'rate: 


But as affairs are now, I alſo vote it;—— - + 
Zenob, Myſelf will lead the troops, and enter firſt. 
Long, That is too ne that n com- 
mand, 
The ſoldiers will be emulous to ſerve. 
Teren. Suppoſe, my liege, you chuſe the open days 
Our proſp'rous-courage will out- match their numbers, 
And whilſt they tremble midſt their late n a 


What may we not expect? — 
Zenob. Ves as thou ſay'ſt we'll let the rifvg ſun 
obſerve our deeds-— (4 bout) 


But bark from whence that ſhout—Terentus, learn. 
(Exit Terentut) 


Long. What if you call a council, and conſult | 
The ſcheme more fully, ere you execute; 1 
Some difliculties, which we ſee not now, 
Perhaps may riſe, or other means appear? 
Zenob. In councils oft, the beſt concerted eve | 
Are made abortive by that phantom Fear : 
But thy advice is mine——and be it ſo. 


$ 
* 


1 


Enter HERMIAS. * 
Herm. The Perſians come—the ura from the 
walls, r 
Proclaim their near approach | | 


Long. Tis grateful news !— 
Zenob. Now, worthy man, methinks our clouds 
diſperle, - 3 
And we ſhall ſhine again in deeds of um!! 
Lung. Such glory may the mighty Fove decree! 
Herm. O Dion“ noW thy death hall be reveng d. 


Enter 
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Enter TEREN TUS, in haſte. 


Fw To arms to arms!—the — are at our 
| ates —— | 

Zenb. ere are the Perſians? 2 

reren. None yet arriv d- the centinels miſtock: 

The Romans, burning with rekindl'd rage, 

Tiercely attack each fortify'd redoubt, 

And ev'ry quarter all at once engage. 


Haſte—haſte—there i is no time to loſe in deck. 
E xeant ones) 


SCENE m. Paar of the WALLS within. | 
Enter TERENTUS and HERMIAS, arned wth 


Javelings. 


75 eren. This! is ſlow work we ſhould be 1 nearer rto 
them ; 
I never lik'd this combating at diſtance— 
I love to gaze upon the hoſtile eye, 
When all its fury reddens in my face; | 
When the bold heaving cheſt, with couragh big, 
To every ſtroke reſounds :—then, then tis war! | 
(Going) 
Hern. Such manly work, wou'd now delight me 
too, 
I never felt fuch vaſt, ſuch pleaſing rage, 
As now glows in me—Pm in love with war 
Teren. Follow then I'll lead thee on to glory. 
Herm. I'Il tread thy ſteps, and Dion is th watd ! 0 


(Exeunt) 


D SCENE 


— 
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SCENE HI. Another Parr of the WaLLs within. 
Enter ZENOBIA, LONGINUS, ALANA. 
Long. So far—ſucceſs ſeems ours, and we may hope 
To ſee the daring enemy retreat. | 
Zenob. Already are they faint—ſome poſts are left, 
And if the quarter, where Terentus fights, 
Remain but fafe—we then may hope ſucceſs, 
Long. My royal miſtreſs ! you forget your ſex, © 
Suppoſe you to the palace and refreſh? 
Zenob. Not whilſt my ſubjects are ſo warm 4 2 1 
PH now partake whatever ſtreights enſue; 2 


Bug if Alæna would retire—ſhe may. 
Tong. Heav'n forbid that aught of mine ſhow q reſt, 


When great Zenobia midſt ſuch danger treads. 
Zenob. va daughter may, perhaps, ws a 


fears? 
E in Jove affien'd, what has ſhe to ed! 2 


Ale No, my good Queen, I have no childiſh fears; 
I feel no pains, but what I feel for you. (Shout within) 


a Let us move rr 15 n 


CENE IV. Another Paar of. the . within. 
Several ſoldiers paſs by. (A, ſhout) 
Enter TERENTUS and HER MIAS. 

Teren. Oh ſhame to martial worth! the nien 
| yield, 

A gate is open'd, and the conqueror comes—— 

Is this their boaſted loyalty and love? 

What, is it thus their former glory ends? 


Poor, treacherous, yielding ſlaves! for life too mean. 
Herm. 
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a What refuge now ſay, whether can we fly? 
Teren Fly! firſt os perith midſt a crowd oppreſt, 
We'll to the foes, and boldly face them al 
(Throws away his Jay ling 
Spurn, ſpurn theſe coward weapons, goards for ſlaves 
Forth from our hdes, draw out theſe better — 
(Drau, and throws doaun the ſcabbard) 
On courage; and on theſe alone depend 
Herm. I tremble for our friends. too ſure their fate! 2 
Teren. We I ſeek them out, and all together die; 
Sure none of them will &er farvive this change, 
This fatal change! come—come along, my boy, 
We'll ell our lives—the Le gra ſea of blood! _ 
| 1 Excunt 7 


( 4 ſhut) © | bo. 
Enter AURELIAN, SANDARI AN, and Soldiers. 


Aur. Romans ! at length the haughty town is ours; 
Haſte to the palace, and ſecure the Queen, 


Till El our cn is but half complete. 
| (Eves) 


F SCENE v. 4 Perner 
Enter ZENOBIA and LONGINUS.. 


Long. This is the Poſtern, where we fix'd to meet, 
In caſe the town, was ever forc'd to Winn | 
And: ſurely now Terentus-will remember. 

Zenob. All—all is loſt—and I'm for ever fall'n. 

Long. My royal miſtreſs! do not yet deſpair ; 
Let not that ſpirit, which was always yours, 
Forſake you now—hope {till the beſt— 
* is beneath + noble mind! 

D 2 PAL 
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Zensb. What ſhall L hope? my laſt recourſe is gone; 
Slav'ry, or death, muſt inſtantly enſue. 

Long. The ſirſt I truſt, will never be your doom, 
The H- not happen, till again reſtor'd 
To honour and renown, you reign a length of days. 


Ente TERENTUS and HERMIAS. 


Teren. I cannot think of flying—leave me here; 3 
This vengeful ſteel hath yet a vaſt to do! 

Long. And wou'd Terentus then forſake his friends, 
Forſake them now, when moſt they need his aid ? 

Teren. Fis ignominious to decline the foe. | 

Long. Not ſhameful fear, but prudence bids us fly, 
To Perſia now the Queen herſelf may go, | 
And there in perſon haſten ſuch ſupplics, 
As will enable to retake the field. ©— 

Zenob. Still, faithful man! thou mak ſt my heart 


revive. 
Hh Where i is Alena? 77 
Long. Is ſhe not with us: { Looking round) 
Zenob. I miſs'd her r heaven ſhe yp be 


She is not here, and we've no time to ſtay. 
Don't tremble, prince—the Romans are not brutes, 
Such tender innocence is always fafe | 2 
Teren, I will go ſeek her - tho it coſt me dear. 
Long. Hold, my good friend -e We Par 
thee. 


Teren. Juſt one ſtroke more; * tolow then reſignd. 


Got 
. (Polling him) & * 
1 el ee no—'tis fate - we muſt away. (Exeunt) 


HER» 


— — 
{4.4.4 the 


—— ———— Pay * — 
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HERMIAS Return. 


2 Without Alena, what is life to-me?; 
Tho deck d with titles, honours, wealth, and fame! 4 
Better a grave or even flav'ry's' ſelf! {+ 
I will go ſeek her thro' the hoſtile guards 
Arm'd won! no kann but the force of loge. 
* 0 ue down Mi dtc yt and mw 


SCENE VI. Paxt f the Waits wikis, 


Dead bodies of men and women lying * ent 
Enter AL NAA 


A. 1 cannot find them tis in vain to ſeek; 
They muſt be gone, and we ſhall join no more. 
Where ſhall I wander now:? where ſeek protection F: 
O princely Hermias / could I meet with thee, . 

Thou would'| protect me—yes, I know thou Would! 
But, ah! perhaps thou doſt not now ſur vive 
This fatal hour — What bodies theſe! ?.. (Looks mere) 
This ſurely ſeems Terentus—it is not him, 

But one I alſo knew—the brave Leontas/ _ 

Who left his native Antioch, here to join 

His kinſman Zabdas, and to ſerve the Queen 
Soon hath he ſhar'd his fate !—Claſp'd to him lies 
His faithful ſpouſe, the beauteous Ephilinde / | 
Whom All admir'd —ſhe now ſhall ſmile no more! 
Sweet creature! thou haſt ſeal'd thy laſt embrace. 
Too cruel hand, that ſtabb'd a breaſt fo fair! (#eep:) 


What melancholy ſcenes —what 8 8 of woe! 
(Exit. ) 
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Which nobles ſhall bear up—T'll load with pearls, * 


SCENE vi. A AraxrhENT in the PALACE. 
 AURELIAN, SANDARION, and ſaldiers. _ 
Aur. Gods! is the fled?—ſcarch ev ry chamber 
. through; _ 
That, * captive — delight me more, 
Than realms on realms enflav'd—ſoldiers, 90 mn 
Sanda. What new conditions muſt the  vanquiſhd 


have? 
Aus. we ſhall 5 0 5 now rider live, 


| And are redeem'd from plunder but the Queen, 


If ſhe eſcape, in vain we've conquer'd there. 
Sanda. Perhaps, my lord,  the's ta” cn p.the . 
a tout, * 
By few attended, to E rat flies. — 
Aur. Send out a body of the ſwifteſt horſe, 
Bid them add rage t ſpeed, and ſeek her thro? the 
_ OT” 0. 
Nor dare to return without en 
Cauſe ſearch thro* ev ry corner of the town; 
Drag forth her idle mitfiſters, and friends, 
And bring them here before me—ſwitt, obey. — 


| (£597 2 
What glory had 1 promis'd-to myſelf, , 
To fee this proud illuſtrious Queen my captive, — 
If ſhe be mine, ſhe ſhall wear chains of gold, 


«3 
: # FH 1 
= 


And cloath her with richeſt tiſſues a triumph 
Of ſuch magniſicence, Rome ne er yet beheld— 
Take back, O victory! thy hard won trophies, 
1 * Zenobia does not grace the whole 


2 Enter 
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Enter SANDARIAN, with AL N A. 


Sands My lord; this tender "maid; ; fone ſoldiers 
found, anne | 
As wandebdih ſolitary near the walls 1c! 509 nisi0 
Aur. Leave wy and quickly to thy charge return. 
[a — 
Art bomann te Raus, fair maid? 
Can aught that's hoſtile lodge within that A 1T 
Which ſeems ſo form'd for tenderneſs and — 
For after ſcenes. than thoſe of hardy war? 
Can theſe ſweet eyes ſuſtain the martial glance 20 
Or — mr . * wield? | 
Am 2 | (takes — — | 


Enter HER M IAS and ill her hand from him, \ 


Herm Emperor this hand is mine, my early claim! 
The precious gift of beauty, and of love. 
Aur. Audacious boy! ſay, what art thou? a fave? J 
Ferm. A free · born ſon of god · le Odenathus - 
Aur. Not meanly ſprung but impudent withal;, 
Know'ſt- thou not, ſtripling, who I am? 
Herm. I know thee, Wee 10 
I know that victory hath long been thine 
That thou haſt robb'd me of dominion naẽw e. 
Vet, I nor envy, nor repine the chance. 
Leave me but this one prize tis all I ax. 
Aur. She, and thyſelf, are now decome my dees 
'Tis I, who have the pow'r to kill, or ſpare, 
And — tis fo, this inſtant one ſhall die 
Alæ. O mighty: emp'ror, let the lot be mine—-'- 77 


1 el 
On me, let al your vengeful fury fall, 
Spare but my Hermias —— ld 
D 2 Her 


Me STEGE. 


Herm. eis ot, emperor— 
If death's thy purpoſe, execute on me; | 
Wouldſ thou deſtroy ſuch lovely innocence © 
Stain not thy glory with ſo black a deed! 
Aur. Perhaps ye both thall die—it io we wil, 
Here wait ye, Pi nen, till our will reflve— | * 
Soldiexs, ſurround the Paco en Four 3eres:'c Tiras if 
From hence let none eſcape. 1 — 
Herm. And does Alana bear me ſuch eficem, F 
To ſacrifice that precious life for mine? „ 
Alæ. Yes, worthy prince! without lan i en 5 
My heart is yours —and long has wiſh'd you bleſt 
With all that life could give to make you ſo. 
Your tender virtues, ever won my ſoul, ; 
And * great worth both d — chear'd my 
15 flame; 4 7 
Be now my friend, and 8 
Herm. O heartfelt extacy! O pleaſing dawn? 
Mid'ſt forrow's gloom, thou now haſt made me hap 
Happy, even where theſe wreoks ow ol 


O lenden. for ever un en, v 
For ever gaze upon that lovely face.— nn 
How hard our fates, that we muſt part fo ſoun! 
Ale. Fortune, to-day, hath been ſeverely kind, 
At once compleated, and deſtroy d our bliſs. 
Hern. Deſtroy d, alas! what pureſt flames begun 
A friendſhip kindling from the warmth of ore. 
Soon as our ſouls confeſs the mutual tie, bo! 
We're doom'd to part, if ſo the Roman wills. 
Ale. Diſaſters crowd upon us Dion firſt, 
And now, alas, depriv'd of all our friends ! 


Hern. 


Herm. Dread not the rg p our friends 
are ſafe, 

Thy prudent father had, in call of need, 
Provided means to favour their eſcage;_.. 
Mounted on camels of the ſwifteſt ſpeed, 
Fre now they're out of reach—yet let us hope—. . 
Perhaps the widar quay revoke ith word, Wh 
And grant us ſtill to live!. | 

Ae. So would 1 think, but vain's the fond deſire! 
Something forebodes—1 had a dream but ſee 
The — ane CG hs forms can 

os; h eee 


E nter Guards. 


Henn. Good ſoldiers! 2 moment ſtop, . well 
Cn ( The guards fall back) 
We muſt remove, perhaps, to inftans. death! _ 
Alena, if on thee the ſentence fall, ym 
If thou muſt bleed, - by our fix d ——_ 1 fear, FM 
This heart ſhall not furviye the hour—pnce more 


yg (embrace) 

Weep not, ſweet creature, thou ſhalt never die; 1 
What Plato taught, and what thy father proves, 
* me now !—— 

yon fair ſun, that ſeeks the weltern main, 
Doss but withdraw, to ſhine more bright again; 
So when dark death o erſhades theſe lovely eyes, 
Great Fave ſhall bear thee to Elyſian Shes; 
There, bleſt with all that innocence can give, Mok 


Secure from foes, immortal ſhalt thou live! | 
(75% are led of 5 the guards) 


End of the: fourth 4a. be ihle 


— ——— —I— ne 
* 
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ACT. V. SCENE. "ay ” 


A STREET——@ rid of Roman fliers poſe y, ering 
out—Let ber die! let her die {= 


Enter ZEN OBIA, LONGINUS, and TERENTVS, 
" n Chains, guarded by < SANDARION. 


Zehitb II, Longinus—theſe rude inſulting flaves! 
25 | There was a time, when, mberalbeler'T: 
16) 5 walk'd, 1 | 


— — we 75 Ariana 


But all is chang'd, and I am ſunk for ever 

Lung. Be ſtill yourſelf, nor heed a rabble's din ; 
Shall foul-motith'd wretches move a ſoul like yours? ? 
Their narrow minds rejoice at other's. woe ; ® 


And thus they would affault their Emperor, 
Even he! had fate like yours befall'n . 
Terentus ! thou art thoughtful—why ſo lo ]-? 

eren. I fear I have been waiting in au Goh, 
And now at laſt neglected to perform 


Had courage been, I might have fava my friends! 


Long. Amidft ſuch numbers, thou could'ſt do no 

more. 

Sanda No, worthy nat: thy yalodr cotid nd more 1 
Our horſemen told me, that ere thou waſt taten, 
Five of their braveſt ſoldiers fell before the. 

eren. Do'ſt thou, Longinus, think T could no more of 

Long: Twas impoſſible every effort vain! 

Teren. Then I am calm—the thought hung heavy 

on me. 


A ſoldier's duty?s to be ever brave; 


ft 
— 4 


And 
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And inoſtly brave when liberty's at ſtake, 
And friend in Qanger——Illuſtrious ers, have 
comfort. 


Zenob. Have comfort now, Os ill is loſt— — | 


Teren. All is not loſt, if courage ſtill remain. 
Zenob, How can I face a victor ſo incens'd? _ 
With what countenance ſhall we ſtand before him? 
Teren. It would have better pleas'd me, had we met 
Artn'd o each fide, amidſt the hoftile feld; me 
We then had been more equal: hut fince fate 
Hath thus ordain'd, let not His looks diſmay : 2 
Should his fierce eye- balls ſhoot gorgonean Land 
Shrink not, but {tern return him glance for . , 
Shall Zenobia tremble at a mortal's frown? 
Forbid it, mighty Je — 1730 — b. 
Long. Lead on general — r- 
I ſee the guts TEN) to ſpeed our way. 


9 Abd 


SCENE H. A. ArarTMENT in the PALacs. 
HERMIAS and AL ENA—loking out at a window. 


Herm. (cle/ing the window) They're enter'd now — 

bow ſhocking to behold! 
Is then Zenobia made the ſport of crowds? 
Divine Longinus, and his faithful friend. 
Each dragg'd along, as vileſt of their les! 
Juſt as they paſs'd the gates, didſt thou obſerve, _ 
Poor aged Criton, who was watching there, 
How, eager he embrac'd his Iov d Terentus, * 
And in an uncouth, fault'ring voice, cry d out, bs 
Alas, my gen'ral! is it come to this? | 

Ac. I did obſerve, it was a moving light. 


9 


— — — ͤ —ö — ) —— — — 
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Herm. How dauntleſs then the gallant, man reply'd: 
Les, my old Criten, ſuch is the chance of war; 
Then ſhook him by the hand—T yet behold 49 
With what diſtreſs the vet'ran prefs'd ” arm, 
And bath'd it with his tears! r 

Ale Alas, what will befal them? 

Herm A few ſhort moments will determine al: 
Sdme pitying deity doth ſure defend us 

I T thought, we ſhould have felt the ſtroke ere now, 


Perhaps the victor will himſelf relent 
And we way ſtill be happy |l— : +: „ eee 
| le, Ah] do not hope its Shit 1 (hae) 


SCENE III. AURELIAN feated, Officers attendi ing. 


Aur. Bring them before me Romans ye were brave 
And lofty pæans ſhall record your deeds. 
The blooming wreaths, and fit rewards await ye; 
Behold our captive——this is victory! 


ZENOBIA, . LONGINUS, . and TERENTUS, are 
| _ brought in by SAN DARION. | 


So, woman, vengeance | hath at length o ert2'en thee! 
Where now, thy bold, preſumptuous, fierce diſdain ? 
Canſt thou compel me to abate my pride? | 
Wilt thou, like Cleopatra, nobly. dic, 

Rather than loſe the title of a Queen? 

What dreadful uſage muſt I now expect, 

From this conjunction of thy mighty force?” 

Say woman, how thou haſt a to inſult 


Rome's Emperors thus Py nels 
Zenob. Great Aurelian / who knoweſt how to con- 
quer, 
I look upon thee, emperor indeed! A . 
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But Galkents, Aureolus, and ſuch, > 
Them I thought unworthy of the name. 
Aur; If thou acknowledge me thy Emperor, 
Why then thy letter, in aſſuming terms? | 
Zenob, Oh grant me life, and all the world be yours 
Teren. Juſt Gods! am 1 awake ? this Zenobia? 
Aur, Peace, idle miſcreant——proceed Zenobia. 
Zenob. *Twas mine to aim at conqueſt, and at crowns» 
Led by prerogative of birth, and fame * 
y miniſters have then been faulters, more; 
they alone muſt have offended Rome. 
When high ambition taught my ſoul to riſe, 
To graſp at empire, with unbounded ſway, 
They ſtill advis'd, and ſtill new wing'd the rage. 
So taught, ſo urg'd, I dar'd oppoſe even you. 
Teren. Why lingers vengeance from the angry ſkies? 
Aur, But whoſe the letter? 
- Zenob. That Longinus wrote. 
Aur. Bear the inſultor te immediate death; 
And with him too, that mutterer, his friend. 
Teren, Hold, Emperor, will not one ſuffice thy rage? 
Canſt thou not kill me twice ? rack, rack this frame, 
And inſtant eruſh it with a thouſand torments— 
Save but Longinus / | 
Sanda. My Emperor! ſpare them; 
Would you in rage deſtroy ſo great a man? 
A man for wifdom and for worth renown'd ! 

- Hur. General, I will not hear thee—guards, obey. 
Sanda. A ſmall indulgence, even ſlaves may aſk, 
Vouchſafe at leaſt ſome moments to prepare? 
* Well, as thou ay -bul be thoſe moments 

few.— 


Then, as they merit, drag them to their fates. 


Long. 


—— ——— U: 


Long. Oh loſt — art thou fallen'! * 
Led out with Terentss) 
Aur. Zu, 7 vouchſafe thee life; 
VUnbind her chains, Sandarian, ſhe hall le | 
A Aerni at her) 1 
Thy fon, — thy remaining family, 
Shall like wiſe live but ye muſt all attend 
My day of triumph !——'tis my firm — N 
And ſhall not be revok'd - no ſubmiſſion 
Ere ſhall reverſe it. _ (Exit, followed by the officers) 
Zenob. Led in triumph! dragg'd at his chariot wheels! 
This is more than ſhameful—fall'n, fall'n indeed! 
Who will 1 me now ? f—Pve killd Langinus - 
| | CLIT (Faye) 


E HERMIAS. 


Herm. Alas, miſtaken Queen! what have you IF 
Betray'd your counſellor—ſlain your certain friend, 
Whoſe inward greatneſs roſe to worth divine! 
Did you not form your ſentiments by his? 
Did he not mould your children's tender minds 2 

Is this the gift bis loyalty deſerv'd ? 
This all the gratitude that you return 

Zenob. Ah my ſon! too juſt are thy upbraidings—- 
I do repent the fatal words I ſpoke 
What could I then—diveſted of my kingdoms ? ; 

All, all was loſt, and life itſelf at — d 04441 
it! Herm. How wretched life which deeds. fo. mean 
1 prolong! | 
| Would he have baſely thus forſook Zenobia 
| No—had a thouſand torments been decreed, _ | 
| He would have bore them, and been ſtill the ſame. 
N „ Zenob. 


— 
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Zenob: I could no en my former ſpirit 
ne! 


ow: Tis now in vain to play the weakeſt part, 
Lou muſt aſſume yourſelf, and try to ſave him. 
Zenob. How ?—tell me, can I fave him ? are there 
means! "i e 2. 
Herm. Since the congyeror. treats in 1 terms, 
Since he hath granted life to you beſeech him 
Yet to ſpare Longinus, and his valiant friend— -- 
Perhaps he may :—'tis all that can be done 
Zenob. Once more for this I'll humble at his feet. 
Herm. Haſte then—reſolve—there is no time to loſe. 
(Exeunt) 


_ .. SCENE "ts og nw 
LONGINUS and TERENT US. 


Tren. Accurſed change! how darkly is ſhe fall'n! 
Tong. Tis ours, my friend, toedie! the world ſeems 
nought— _ 
Teren. I think it more than life, to die with thee! 
But then the changeful Queen! the racking thought! 
2 She has chang'd indeed but do not blame 
her now; 
Alas! *tis human weakneſs all—ſhe could not bear 
The dreadful loſs of empire, and of lite 8 
All, all ſeem'd loſt then pity and forgive. 
Teren. Rather condemn her, as the vileſt ſlave 
To ſordid paſſions, and the meaneſt love. 
Where now that magnanimity of ſoul, 
That generous thirſt for glory and for fame ? 
Where now the ſpouſe of god-hke Odenathus ? 
Loft! : wretched-woman how art thou fall'n! 
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Tom. At once convinc'd, L pity and forgive. 
Teren. Thowrt too relenting; ſay, who can fo 


Such foul diſgrace, ſuch cowardice of ſoul? 
Long. Think but my friend, what vines ende the 


. | 
How did ſhe riſe above the common race ! 


_ Hath the not loſt, far more than we fhall loſe ? 
I know, when calm reflection ſhall return, 


What pain, what fad remorſe will rend her heart. 
(Alena comes flowly to her father, throws her arms around his 
neck and burſts into tears —a- ſhort pauſe). 


Tong. Aid me Terentus, her ſorrow moves my ſoul ; 
Oh my daughter ! 
Teren. I cannot bear the fight— Weeps) 
Long. Thou weep'ſt my friend? (Stepping to him) 
Teren. I do—what foldier could refrain —Alzna, 
How happy, had our Queen. heen true like thee ! 
Leng. Blame her no more—ſhe may Wee Alena, 
When I'm for ever gone. | 
Als. Oh fatal day — 
Tong. Daughter, be comforted the hand of Fre 
Directs, and will preſerve—theſe little ills, 
Which life is ſubject to, will quickly o'er ; 
And then ſhall virtue find her ſure reward. 
O Plato! O Ammonius / how convincing now 
Your arguments for truth—lI feel their force, 
And with full * triumphantly aſpire. 
(Alæna ſwoens) 
(Catching bor in his pier Help my friend—her ſpirits ſink. 
Teren. How doſt thou, fweet one: (Aſiſing 
Ale. (Riſing) Better but oh I now muſt loſe a 
father (Weeps) 
Teng. Go to the prince, he will aſſiſt * 
UT 


Alæ. Alas, he's pris'ner too, and with the Queen 
Condemn'd to ſhameful triumph, worſe than death, 
Long. I know your fates— Sandarion told us all— 
Ye mult reſign, it is the will of heaven. _ 
Go then to Hermias, he will ſooth thy griefs, 
Tho? ſpoil'd of grandeur, and imperial way, 
He yet is great in ſoul—long have I view'd him 
Growing in worth—in him, the world ſhall ſce 
The virtuous hero, and the man . 
Alen. He is all goodneſs! 
Long. Commend me to him, and to che Queen; 3 
Tell Zenobia, that ſtill I bear in mind 
The mighty favours ſhe has heap'd upon me; 
Tell her, I thank her for her care of thee; _ 
And, as my laſt requeſt, intreat her goodneſs, 
Not to deſert thee now—go and be happy. 
4. Farewel, my father! dreadful thought, for 
** r (Weeps) 
| Tren. Oh my full heart | 
Long. Daughter, thy helpleſs tears again return, 
Grieve not for me, nor for my friend—we are bleſt; 
Death will relieve' us from theſe ſervile bonds, 
And give immortal Were hence unſeen. 


Farewell! os (Embracing her) 
Jeren. Thou lovely innocence! farewel— 
( Embraces her) 


(Alena goes cut, by r/ting into tears) 


Lung. 0 thou of T, arſus / how my hopes revive! f 


Euter C RIT ON. 


e Ah! honeſt Criton / what thy errand here? 
© Cri. Tbeg'd admittance of the guards to ſee you. 


Teren. Well what would'ſt thou? 
E. Cr 1 « 
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| Cri. Oh my general! it grieves me to the heart, 
To find you thus—can I not ſerve you now? 
Say is it poſſible to ſet you free? * 
Teren. No—Ciiten / now thy ſervices are o er 
Many campaigns our manly deeds have known; 
For thou watt ever faithful—ever brave! 
But now we part—we part to meet no more. 
Ci. O would the vigour of my youth raters, . 
This arm ſhould periſh, or reſtore you freedom; 
Tho? maim'd and old, I have a heart that's ound. | 
Teren. Yes, truſty vet'ran, thou waſt ever true, 
And to thy brav'ry, I am much indebted ; 
But now attempts would be in vain from thee, 
Had'ſt thou Achilles's ftrength, and power of war: 
Long may" thou live and happy—worthy Cr:ton / 
(Takes his hand) 
| Cri, O my gen'ral! muſt we then part for ever? 
g ( Veep.—going) 
Teren. Hann tn ſome token to remember rn 
| thip;. 


Go find n out 


A gallant Roman, who commands the guards, 


And tell him I requeſt—it is my laſt 
The faulchion that I wore—then thank him for the 


And make it thine—with that remember me. 
Cri. II value it as 110 might it fave your fall! 
(Going) 
Once more Wenn Critow s laſt . 
In grief, and age, now left a 3 flave, (Exit) 
Long. Affectionate old man Row” m ”y * 
thee. | 


Tren. 


sf PALMYRA. 67 


Teren. My friend, our executioners ſeem to 1 
Suppoſe we diſappoint the Haves ?— 
Long. As how!f—— 


Teren. In here conceaP'd, I've for that purpoſe hid, 
(Draws a dagger out of bis breaſt) 


This inſtrument of death, in caſe of need, 

'Tis preſent aid and now may ſerve us both! 
Long. Let not ſo poor a thought have ee 

That ſtain, eternal on the Roman name 

The coward's laſt reſource is ſuicide, 

To fave him from the common ills of life! 

Shall we oppoſe the ſtern decrees of Fove © 

He gave us life, and muſt alone diſpoſe — 

Teren. Forgive, the thought was 1 but now tis o er. 


| Enter GUARDS. 
1 Behold them here be reſolute, my friend; 


Preſs on, as when midſt thickeſt ranks engag'd, 


This world itſelf, is but one common priſon, . 
they, who ſooneſt gain their freedom! 


Teren. What "Aha join'd, no death ſhall &er 


divide. (Exeunt arm in arm) 
SCENE v. 4 CEA. 


AURELIAN ſeated. 


ZENOBIA, HERMIAS, AL NA, and 
SAN D ARION. 


Sanda. My lord! do grant him life - the deed will 


3 
"Twill add new trophies to the fame you've won. 


. Aur, What, fpare a foe—the moſt invet'rate foe ? 
E 2 Wasn't 


= 
as - : = 
— — _ _— 1 
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Wasn't he the cauſe of weak Zenobia's crimes ? 
Wasn't he the cauſe of this long ſhameful ſiege ? 
And had he not advis'd his Queen to war, 


She ne'er would have oppos'd the Roman arms! 


Sand. He did no more than act that gen'rous part, 
Which ev'ry faithful ſubject ſhould perform.— 
Beſides, ſhould. you deſtroy ſo great a man, 

He'll die lamented—be a public loſs ! 

A loſs—hereafter, thoſe unborn ſhall mourn ! 

O ſpare him Emp'ror, and his valiant friend, 

And even Rome herſelf ſhall thank you for it. 
Aur, Thou ſeem'ſt to bear them kindneſs, 3 

| Sandarion ? 
Sanda. 1 do, my Emperor, and gladly would be- 
friend em, 

Who can be enemy to worth like theirs ? 

Aur. Wel, at thy requeſt, they're pardon'd—go 


fave em. 
(Exit Sandarion, Alena, and H ermias) 


* Zniobies” / the ſoldiers loud demand thy death, 


But. Pve promis'd life thou ſhalt grace my triumph. 


Zenob. Will nought excuſe me? nought prevent 
your will? 
Aur. No—by the mighty gods! nought ſhall dif- 
appoint 

The ſplendor of that day—have 1 not conquer'd ? 

Zenob. Will not the Emperor now call to mind, 
What former ſervice I have done for Rome* 
When midſt your empire civil broils prevail'd, 
Your Eaſtern Province, I protected ſafe— 
Remember Odenathus, and be kind! 

Ar. I will remember my triumphal glories! 


3 (Exit) Zenob. 


3 


et ⅛ ⁰uꝛ̃ ö 


Zenb. Wretched that I am, how — 2 


Enter ALANA. 


Alæ. How fad a ſight to meet ſo unprepar'd 
The ghaſtly ſcene's ſo imag'd on Re thought, 1 8 
It even chills to death— able 
Beloved parent! left a lifeleſs ca; . 
All purpPd o'er with blood. f = 
How can the boſom bear ſuch weight of woe ! = ; 
Life ſinks, unable to ſupport its load 
Relentleſs—cruel hand !—what bloody deed! 

Zenob. Bloody deed ! who is murder'd : po 

Ale. Alas, my father ! 


Mw HERMIAS. 


Herm. Inhuman ſlaves! their mercenary fouls 
How prompt, how eager for ſuch barb'rous deeds ! 
Their brutal haſte could not one moment ſtay ; 
Juſt ere the orders from Aurelian came, 
Longinus bled their flaughter'd ſacrifice, : 
Zienob. Hard-hearted men !—does yet Terentus live? 
Herm. He lives indeed; but lives, how e 
| chang'd! _ | 
His manly features all diſtort--his eyes 
Are fiercely glaring with unuſual red, 
Not like that noble heat, that martial rage, 

Which late in battle ſhone—but wild and frantic. 
Alz. O heavens! to what ſentence am 1 doom'd: 
Helpleſs! forlorn! abandon'd to deſpair i 

Herm, Come to the breaſt that feels an equal pain. 


Ez 36.5 1h Enter 
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Enter AURELIAN=SANDARION 1 in 
TERENT US. 


Aur. Strike off his chains — (The are taten ,.) 
Terentus—we give thee life 
Teren. Give me life Emperor! I alk it not of the c 
(Staring at the Queen) 
Give it to them, whoſe minds the world can pound 
Accurſed tongue, that could betray my friend: _ 
Accurſed arm, that ſtruck the fatal blow! 5 


Aur. He ſeems diſorder d. 1 
Teren. Ay - doſt thou not ſee the follen aight 1 
come on, 
With all her gloomy vapours, damp and cold M0 
Aur. He raves |! __ 

Teren. Ah—haſt thou e'er fem thy burning ina, 
Boiling with rage, and pouring forth her flames, 
Which fly horrendous o'er th* affrighted plains ? 

Did cer thy limbs ſuſtain the dr eadful ſhock, 
When from het torrid entrails, burſting out 
Impetuous, the kindling embers th und'ring fly? 
Herm. Alas, Terentus! © 
Teren. Say, have thy weak mortal eyes eber ſeen 
The furious whirlwinds, ſtarting from their caves, 
Tearing up mountains from their inmoſt beds, 
Sweeping dry ſands, and unreſiſted peine 
The lofty foreſts, irling in the air? | 
Herm, Be calm, Terentus 
Teen. Did'ſt thou &er behold the foaming cateracts, 
Come ruſhing from the mountain's craggy ſide, 
Daſh on, from rock to rock, with ſwelling ſurge, 
And * headlong down the ſteep deſcent, Aj 
Wi 


41220 


=. 
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With hideous N, alarm the eepy gulph below ? 


s | (He calms.) 

Longinus : 4 oh Long inus! _ (Falls) 
le. Alas, he falls! | tr 
Aur. Horrid fight! (Riſes, 


Ale. How are you now, Terentus ? 


Teren. Stay, who art thou? art thou not Alana? 
(Takes her hand, ) 


Yes, I behold thy mother's beauty there! 

Thy father's wiſdom dawning o'er thy ſoul! 

Excellent maid thou ſurely muſt be happy! ! 

Happy, after all theſe dreadful ſtorms of fate— .-- 

The Prince adores thee, and will long adore. . 
Herm. Ah Terentus no ſeaſon now for love 
Teren. A love like thine is always noble | 

Come nearer Raman thou bear'ſt me friendſhip. 
Sanda. I do, and ſuch a friendſhip as ſhall laſt, 
Teren. Beſtow it all on theſe—for they deſerve... 
Sanda. For thy ſake, brave man, I will befriend 

them 

Teiren. Then I die We > the little all, \ 


In which I now can ſerve my murther 'dfricad:.. 
| (Looking at the Queen. 


Ah woman ! woman ! but I math no morc. Fol 
Herm. Thou yet may'ſt live to lead us ſafely thro 
The thorny mazes of our adverſe fortune, 

Guard us from vice, and teach us how to bear. 

Ale. Do, good Terentus /—you lov'd my father. 

g (Weeps.) 

Teren. Lov'd thy father oh yes, 1 warmly loy'd 
him— 5 
Happy had others lov'd bim near ſo wet OT 
Death has him now-Longinus / oh Longinus Train) 
E 4 © Herm:” 


—— — —  — 


That brave old yet'ran, Criton./ faithful man! 
Ran to accoſt him with the looks of joy ; 
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Herm, Now, good Sandarion, lend thy friendly aid, 
And bear him hence to ſome fit place of reſt. 
(Sandarion raiſes and leads him out. ) 
Ern. How true a bliſs, to be a good man's friend 
Thrice happy they, who gain that good man's love! 
Come to my ſoul my ever- lov'd Alena! (Embrace) 
Zenob. What ſhall I fay what grief can e' er atone 
For ſuch ingratitude ?—O lovely maid ! 
Injur'd as thou art, canſt thou forgive me? 
Ale. Shall 1 deny what great Zenobia aſks ? 
That would be ingratitude indeed! ; 
Zenob. O had he liv'd, till Thad once more ſeen him! 
Perhaps thy father had forgiven too. 
Herm. He kindly bleſt you with his dying breath. 
Zenob. Did he? did he, Hermias ? O the good man! 
Herm. He bade Alana recommend him to you; 
And thank you for all the mighty favours | 
You have heap'd upon him, and his children. 
Zenob. Support me Hermias—Alzna come: 


(T bey bold ber) 

And did he then pity me, Alana? | 

Alz. He did, my Queen. — 

Zenob, And forgive? 

Ale. Indeed he did. — ND 

Zenob. Then am I recompens'd. for loſs of empire, 
Roman, begin thy triumph—Oh Longinus / 
Say, my Hermias, doſt thou forgive me too p 

Fern. Filial piety demands it of me. 


2 Enter S AND ARION. 
"Sands, Alas, the valiant ſoul is fled !— 
Soon as we enter'd to a ſilent room, 


When, 
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When, ſtarting from me, in a furious rage, | 
And gazing ſternly round, Terentus.cry'd, 
* Criton./—we muſt to arms—haſte, bring my ſword, 
We've yet a thouſand daring foes to conquer— |, 
Come on, old boy—we'll wim in Roman blood; © 
« Tis not enough for him—the friend they“ ve mur 
M 
This ſaid, convulſive tremors ſhook his frame,” 
And palſy'd anguiſh ſeiz d his fault ring mn. 1 
A ſtrange emotion ſwell'd each black ning vein, 
As if his heart would burſt forth ſtreams of blood. 
Juſt then—what perturbation heav'd his breaſt, 
What agonizing pangs his motions ſhewd ! * 
Yet ſtrove to bear and ſtrug' ling with their force, 
He gaſping ſtood, as when by ranks attack d, 
Till quite be calm'd in life's laſt falling ebb, 
He faintly groan'd, . and expir d—- 
Herm. Oh my friends! here here ye lie— BY 
(Strikes bis 0 
Here the remembrance of your worth ſhall laſt ! 
And thou, Longinus, whom the Nine inſpir'd, | 
Whom reaſon, and the love of virtue ſway'd; 
To thee, the learned ſhall their incenſe bring, 


And bards, enraptur'd, ſhall record thy praiſe. 
( Alena * into the chair) 


„ 


Herm. Oh ſi ght of pity ! | (Ney all ait 
Ale. Alas, my father! Dion. kind Torentus 0 
Oh my Hermas / 


(Endeavour: to embrace z im, but falls down ue 
Zienob. Alas, Alena! have 1 e thee! 
O Zenobia thy deteſted tongue f * 
With what fell miſchiefs has it fill'd theſe walls! 


How 
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How has its poiſon reach'd my deareſt „* | 

Where now 2 grandeur ?'——where my " Blaſted 

| 6? 

The laſt will brand me thro? the age of t time . 
O might oblivion, in its darkeſt hade. 

Hide "tis foul ſtain for ever from the eye! 

Or could | blot this language out from earth, 

That it might ne er record my ſhameful tale: 

I once had Cleopatra in my view, 

Like her, ,determin'd, full reſoly'd, to die 3 

Nobly; rather than thro mortal fear forego. 

The glorious title of Palmyra's Queen / ＋ 

Tell me, ye Powers who made this aſpiring foul, 


Why was I loſt in one miſtaken hour? 
(Looking ſteadſaſtly on Mena), 


Alena dead! how this affrights my ſoul ! l 
(Looks wildly) 


O hide me earth —ftord vengeance is at hand. 
Herm. (Starting from Alæna) 7 ; 

Inexorable death has robb'd me now of all; 1 

Can virtue live? Alana is not ſpar d! 1 | 

Horror! diſtraction! *tis too much to bear 

This fatal ſtroke; it pains me more than death; 

Left here a pülgrin in a deſart world, 


Where life's the heavieſt load I now can feel. 
gy (Turning to Alana) 


How pale thoſe tips! thoſe cheeks how ſadly chang'd, 

Come; come, ye Romans, drag me forth in triumph. 

Aurelian, now thou canſt not ſink me lower. 

All joy, all happineſs, is fled from me— 

I've loſt my friends, and Oh, I've loſt Alena! 
Zenob. How all ſerene this ſpotleſs virgin bloom, 


In 
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In peaceful ſilence, lies refign'd tofate! 
Oh that I'd ſunk in darkneſs long erenow ? 
Then had 1 *ſcap'd this night of riſing woe - 
Sleep on, ſweet maid, thou' rt happier far than me; 
Thy tender boſom, nos its ills no more — MA, 
Hallow'd by thee (fair innocence and truti) 
No guile Jhall haunt the ſhade where chou'rt en. 
- thrin'd 5 r ASVEL 
The — falſe . i on thy foul, _ 
Nor wak'd thy mind to empire or to crowns !' 
No Roman triumph ftung thy breaſt with dread! © 
To be the wretched, abject ſport of pride, 
Dire ſpectacles of nude, hinlulting eros, 191 £28 1 
Dragg'd on, inglorious, at the conquerot*s whecls— 
Oh loſt Alena, that I ſlept with thee! 
Sanda. Bear with Jour fates, it .i is ; in vain 10 
grieve r e We 
At ills inevitable— t le ore 
Herm. Here let me gaze, on all PER wakens Ws 1 
Till life becomes inſenſible of woe— _ 2 
And this cold hand, thus join us in the grave mY 
(Starts, and looks amaz'd.——Takes Aland 7 wg 
Ye powers immortal—yes—what Wothin 8 . EET 
Yet—yet I tremble, in Thi dreadful criſis - 
Tis tranſport, or deſpair, this moment brings 
(lune, ber) 
Extatic blifs ! again ſhe gently breathes 
Tis as Elizyym opening | to the ſoul ; 


* wx 7 


(She opens ber ger) 
See, ſee, the light new dawns that gives me life!” 
Welcome, fair gift of heaven !—thus return'd, 


| Return'd, 


— — — py 
a u T — — P r 8 
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Return'd, to ſave me from the depths of ill, 
To bleſs my youth with extacy and love! 5 
Ale. Twas Hermias ſpoke—what means this dizzy 
maze? 1.40 


F Ki 


The mind how: loſt; as in ſome len dream! 
Alas! where am I? 
Herm. Thou jewel wd mont with 2 8 
Queen — 


To life, to love, : to Hermias, NOW reſtor d n 


Ale. (Looks, firſt reund, then ftedfaſily on Ae. laying 
her hand on bis) | | 


I am reſtor'd, but ſhort muſt be my ſtay ; 


The vital ſpirits cannot long ſupport ; 
The fleeting ſoul's Preparing quick for flight; 
* death but waits to take me back again. 
let us then, in this important hour, 

Crowd all life ſpares, to tell our inmoſt griets, 
Ere L for ever take the laſt adieu 

erm. Forbear, thou lovelieſt innocence! forbear, 
To damp the joy, that vanquiſh'd all my pain : 
Death cannot part us, nor can fate divide— g- 
My ſoul, companion with thy happier ſhade, 


Attends thee hence to thy eternal home 


Then let us wail our griefs (ſweet ſoftneſs!) now, 

And ready wait the ſummons, ere it call! 

Alæ. Seek then ſome place, where we may mourn 

in peace, 

And take a laſt farewel !—O my father! {Excunt ) 
Zenob. What ſtrange viciflitudes this boſom feels! 

Regret, and ſhame, and horror, how they mix 

Confuſion there—erewhile a glimpſe of hope 


err | 4 Starts 
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Starts on the mind—then gives me back to woe ; 
Yet deeper woe—the day of triumph comes ! 


O Cleopatra had I but equall'd thee ! 
(Exit, weeping.) 


Sanda. Such fad effects from cruel wars proceed, 
No brav'ry can prevent, no virtue fave. — 
Wile are thoſe nations, that from diſcord ceaſe, 
Encourage ſcience, and bid arts encreaſe ; 
Where all are glowing with true patriot zeal, 
Where each contributes to the public weal ; 
By equal laws their ſev'ral rights maintain, 
And live content amidſt a peaceful reign ! 


(The curtain falls.) 


End of the laſt A. 
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RIVALS DECEIV'D: © 
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In FOUR CANTOS. 


Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll, 
Charms ſtrike the fight, but merit wins the ſoul. 7 
OPE, 


Written in the year 1755. 
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FAIR PANSA, 


OR, THE 


RIVALS DECEIV'D. 
InscxIBED To A LADY. 


CANTO 1. 


OU, who delight in virtue's paths to tread, 
By early prudence, and by wiſdom led ; 

Who nobly dar'd a conſtancy maintain, 
And ev'ry light coquetiſh air diſdain ; _ 
Your plighted vows, in facred rev'rence hold, 
Spite of pretences, and the bribes of gold; 
Eight tedious ſummers for Philonſo wait, 
Deaf to the proffers of a large eſtate ! 
O now, what joy, what happineſs you prove, 
From friendſhip, kindled by that gen'rous love! 
Deign your acceptance of theſe humble lays ; 
Such approbation will be more than praiſe ! 


Oſra and Ho, ſtrangers yet to fame 
For one ſoft creature felt an equal flame; 
Fair Panſa's charms their yielding hearts had won, 
And held them rivals, to themſelves unknown : 
Her ſhape, her face, her eyes young O/ro fir d, 
Vi her native innocence admir'd, 


F : Ofro's 
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Obe s keen love an cher birth could boaſt ; 

For three whole years ſhe'd been his reigning toaſt ; ; 
Each day when quaffing o'er the Tprightly bowl, 
(The darling paſſion of his thirſty ſoul,) 
As the full bumpers ſparkled in their round, 
Dear Panſa's name his jovial notes reſound ; | 
Dear Fanſa s name his active brain employs, 
And gives freſh reliſn to the ſocial joys : 
His fancy fofm'd her more than Venus fair, 
With all thoſe beauties thouſands only ſhare ! 
A full delight the lively image brought, 

She mov'd, ſhe breath'd thro' ev'ry riſing thought. 


Where Newton-bridge* its ample arch extends, 
And the calm Wear with gentle wave Gene, 
Fair Panſa liv'd ; the neateſt of the mode 
And happ'ly Ofro had the ſame abode; 

This lucky chance, with joy, the youth cankes, 
In opportunities completely bleſt ! | 
And yet he long conceal'd the doubtful ſmart, 
Tho? bold, unſkilful in the lover's art. 


Oft by the hand he held the ſmiling fair, 
As oft eflay'd to ſpeak his inmoſt care, 
As oft his fault ring tongue confus'dly ſtaid ; 
The burning bluſh his aukward fears betray d! 
His fond deſires he but in part expreſt, 
A painful ſilence bury'd all the reſt. 


Why art thou, Cupid, ſo ſeverely kind? 
Why thus with doubts torment the feeling mind * 4 
Why 
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Why doſt thou till ſo inconſiſtent prove, 
To give moſt W n where thou giv ſt moſt love? 


Months, cwift revolving, undiſcern'dly came, as 
Whilſt yet he languiſh'd with increaſing flame; 
In preſence with her, all his boſom burns, 

In weary abſence, ev'ry ſigh returns 

At length—juſt parted from the bowl profuſe, 
His ſpirits riſing with the compound juice; 

In a ſoft hour, when Sols declining ray, 

Shed the calm ev'ning of a cloudleſs day; 
Finding his Panſa on the Batts* alone, 

He there reſolv'd to make his paſſion known; 
No longer now his vaſt regard conceaPd, 

But, with profeſſions, ev'ry with reveaPd. | 
By things above, and things on earth he ſwore 
He truly lov'd, and muſt thro? life adore ! 
For her dear ſake, he other ſuits diſdain'd; 
She long the miſtreſs of his heart had reign'd! 
And would ſhe now with kind conſent approve, 
No time his firm ao ſhould remope! 


Charm'd and 4clighted with addreſs fo kind, 
The melting maid to tenderneſs inclin'd. 
Her ſnow-white breaſt with ſecret tranſport heay'd ; 
The chryſtal flood her downcaſt looks receiv'd: 
With willing ear, ſhe heard repeated vows, 
Confeſs'd a warmth, nor could his ſuit refuſe. 
Faintly ſhe bade him ſtill the theme purſue, 
To fix her heart, he only need be true! 


F 2 What 
„ Walks on the river ſide ſo called 
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Of future bliſs the charmful proſpe& roſe, ' 


Can trace it juſtly in ſuch devious ways. 
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What pleaſure then ſurpris d the lover's frame, 
What muſe can fancy, or what language name? 


Thro? ev'ry pulſe, and ev'ry ſenſe he glows ! 
With what glad voice he fill'd the ſylvan ſhore, 
Theſe artleſs numbers would in vain explore! 
No Britiſh bard, how ſmooth ſoe'er his lays, 


Ev'n Pope, the glory of our tuneful train, 
Could not have follow d with an equal reign! | 


Go, gentle Wear, (tranſported Ofro cry d) 
Go, bear my raptures on thy murm' ring tide ; 
Go tell each ſhelving cliff, each hanging grove, 
Fair Panſa's ſmiles conſent to Oſro's love Fo 
ke peaceful He/medon * repeat her name; 

The grateful news thro' Whitwerth Shades prochim, 
Bid the winds catch it on each paſling gale, 
And echo ſound it down the winding vale. | 
By Reed's} fair Villa as thou glid'ſt along, 'a 
Tell the glad tidings to the woodland throng. 
By Croxdale-Maze$ with brighter ſpangles gleam, - 
And ſwell the murmurs of each falling ſtream : 
Thence flow deſcending, with collected flood, 
Receive the warbles from the Mountain-Wogd : || 
Bid the full choir off ev'ry branch ariſe, 
To ſing my raptures thro? remoteſt ſkies : 


Bid 
* A ſcatter'd village on the north ſide of the river. 

+ On the ſouth ſide, the ſeat of Robert Shaftoe, Eſq; 

+ Called Halliwell, on the north, near Sunderland bridge. 

$ The ſeat of Mr Sa/vyn, on the ſouth below Sunderland bridge, 
More properly Mount-joy Wood, near Shinclif bridge. 
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Bid them record, to liſt' ning ſpheres above, 8 
How happy Ofro in his Panſa's love: 
Where the green Haugh thy eaſy courſe confines, 
And ancient Pelaw* over thy fiream declines | 11 
From the gay City call the modiſh fair, | 

To walks ſo pleaſing, bid them all repair; 
And whilſt along thy flow'ry brink they g, 

Or mark their ſhadows in the /mooth below; 1 9 
Declare, aloud, thro? all the ſhining train, 

A nymph ſo beauteous never ſept the plain! 

The brighteſt belle, that now adorns the field, 

To Panſa's far ſuperior charms muſt yield! 

In her, there lives a more attractive grace ' 
Than blooms in Ez/a's well proportion'd face! 

Her radiant eyes more pow'rful looks diſplay, | 
Than ſtrike in Jula, or the Que n of H, 
From Lautia's form, no pencil can deſig 

An air ſo winning, or a ſhape fo fine! 

Tell them, when fate the gordion knot has ty'd, 
And each ſoft virgin glows a conſcious bride, * 
No youth, from them, a bliſs like mine ſhall ors; 
So happy Gon, yas Fans love: Wy 1 


* 4 
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Thus joy'd the 3 in unuſual Fein, ny 
Till duſky night renew'd her ſilent reign; 
A thouſand times her balmy lips he * 5 bee, 
A thouſand times eternal truth profeſt; 

The river ſooner ſhould forbear to flow. 0 
The breeze to whiſper, and the plants to grow; 100 f 
The ſtars to twinkle in an azure ſky, I 
The roly morn her kind returns deny; i l 01 
F 3 | Sooner, 
* A wood cloſe by Durban. | 
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Sooner, he ſaid, ſhould life itſelf remove, 
Than he W or inconſtont e 


From that bleſt moment every ſcene was gay, 
On eaſy wing time gently paſs'd away; 
He lov'd his charmer with ſincereſt flame, 00 
Or grave, or jovial, he was ſtill the ſame; ' / 
Still the bright image all his heart employs, | 
In ſweet aue of dne joys. 


-CANTO IL 


YLO, — 9 22 beheld the tender maid 
In all her native innocence array d; 
His paſhon'firſt from ſlight acquaintance grew, 
While yet her temper he but a Ard | 


Him, great Apolle's ſacred pow'r. inch > ah 
To ſhare the; raptures of a muſeful mina 
Of men, and modes, to take a juſt ſurvey, 

Ere paſt the ſunſhine of his youthful day; 
True moral worth, in ev ry ſtate to prize, 18 
And look thro' Nature with impartial eyes. tj 


For this, he ſometimes from the throng remov'd, 
Caring for nought but what his ſoul OY TIT 
Midſt ſolitary farms recluſive Raid, 

Pleas'd with tlie filence of a ſylvan ſhade; 
And diſtant from the world's uncertain . 
Enjoy'd the freedoms of a rural life. N 


In that ripe Caſe of the circling year, ; 
When Autumn's riches o'er the land appear, 
| bu yd eld boow 7. * And 
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And in a moment, when the Source . ST; 
Shot gently weſtward from his noontide hei ght; 
As thro' an aſpine- grove he walk'd inſpir d. 

He met fair Panſa like himſelf retir'd d; 

An open'd-volume on her arm ſhe held, 

And ſeem'd with heavenly contemplation fill 4. 


1 — 


Pleas'd and farpris'd at interview ſo rare, 1 
For ſeldom ladies interrupted there; 8 
Approaching ſoftly, with a meaning ſmile, | 
He thus accoſted in ironic ſtile. ler C 


$% 


Say, lovely fair, who ſcem to thought reſign” . A, 
What pleaſures here can one ſo blooming find? 
Young ladies, now, in this aſpiring age, 
The modern drums, and ſprightlier routs engages 
From gloomy ſolitude the vapours fw, 
They ſeek for wiſdom at the public ſh 
No formal prudence o'er their will i ny 
They dare be free, and act as faſhion guides ! 
Timely they fly from R-we's reſtrictive lore, 

The page of Chadleigh can alarm no more. * 
What then the cauſe, that one ſo bright as you, 
Thus unpolitely other tracts purſue?? 1 
What fancied trophies ſeek you here to claim? 3 
This not the road to fortune or to fame! s 
Uncourtly reaſon, bold, and unconſin d. 
Here points her mirror to the conſcious 40 N=] 
Whilſt her rude hints theſe aukward truths convey, - 
All is but trifling that the world calls gay, 

An humble heart the grandeſt pomp exceeds, - 
Intrinſic honour ſprings from virtuous deeds { 51 
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He ended:——and with baſhful looks afide, 
In terms as Juſt, the virgin frank replyd: * 
A vaſt regard for moral worth expreſt, | 
Declaring, virtue was of all things beſt!  _ 
Pity that merit and its friends thould fall. 
When folly's vices"thro* the world prevail ! 

Long ſhe deſcanted on that fov' reign power, 
Which calms the boſom 1 in a private hour. ry 


In all ſhe ſaid, that innocence appear'd, | 
That native ſweetneſs,” which the youth rever'dy 
A temper eaſy, open, and reſign'd, l 
A difpoſition to the muſe Men... 
Good ſenſe, ſuperior to a reaſoning pride, 
A ſolid wit, by deep reflection try c. 
Nature, Kindl tut'refs, had fo form'd her kay 
No wiles ſhe ſeem'd to know, no vain coquetiſh art: 
He thought her perfect in religion's rules, * 
And mortal. enemy to none but fools. * 


2 18 21 


As chus d Weed der in 2 light: ine 2 
To ſoft emotions all his thoughts „ 
His boſam. piles 1d a flestig Pein, n 
Submitted tamely in bans pe chain. 
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Then from chis tongue a müder lagenge eme, | 
He talk'd of Hyman, and a mutual flame; 
He talk'd of leading a-delightfol life, 70. 219 | 
Bleſt- with the friendſhip: of a virtuous wore * 
In whom ſuch nobler excellence appears, 
As well might charm him in his riper years: 
If now ſhe was from other contracts free, 
He d make her miſtreſs of his liberty; 12 
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Till death, would act the moſt indulgent part, 
And love, with all the tenderneſs of heart. 


ve larks and linnets, on thoſe quiv'ring rays, | 
Did not her voice oft interrupt your lays? 
Did ye not hear her from her heart declare, | 
No man could claim one ſingle (promiſe there? 
Did ye not hear her with a ſigh profes, 
She could not then teject the youth. a ? 

But muſt believe his kind aſſurance trus, 

And was he conſtant, 'ſhe would be ſo tp. 
Ye know, how much they languiſh'd — 50 
In melting ſpeeches; lovers beſt can tell; 

How each ſucceeding vow out · did the la, 

How unobſerv'd the dancing moments paſt; 
Till Heſper's ray ſoft'twinkPd thro the glade, 2; FI 
And riling vapours deepen'd ev'ry ſhade ! l ; 


Soon as; the m—_— dawn'd, he left the plain, 
To mix in ſcenes of active life again. . 
By Commerce call d to Thames's golden Frets 
Where fam'd Auguſta rears her ſtately tow' rs * 
Where uſeful Induſtry exerts her ſway; of 
And all diſtinctions with a zeal obey, © Jos 1051 
There ſcarce arriv'd, he feels the paſſion bids 1. 
His ſoul, uneaſy, meditates return; 
Amidſt contuſion loſt, 'confug'dly roves, 
And longs already for her favourite groves? 
But, ere he Pana or thoſe groves ſurvey, 
Nine irkſome months bern 9 — elapſe away. 


S ; 
' * 


To ſooth this nes * bis cares divert, 
In tender lines he pour'd forth all his heart; 
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In the ſoft Grains which love himſelf inſpires, 
His letters tell what moſt that heart deſires ; 
His letters oft in moving words declare, 
*Twas not her ſhape, or ſine engaging air; 
Twas not becauſe ſhe ſhone in ev'ry grace, 
That charms and pleaſes in a virgin's face, 
*Twas not becauſe the wiſhful-eye ſurveys 
Beauties, in her, which ſtrike a thouſand . 
The roſy lip, the well proportion'd breaſt, - 
The winning loves in bright aſſemblage dreſt 3 * 
Twas not all theſe his adoration won, u on 
But rare endowments, to herſelf unknown ; 
The ſweets of native innocence combin'd, _ 
To form . ons renne mind. 0 
Whild, — in geld zntumaal colours nd 
Before the trees their lateſt trophies ſhed; 
At morn and eve, he'd privately repair, 
To Walk reflecting round his gay parterre; jW 
Where oft the nine had wonted to inſpire,  *'- 
And feed his boſom with a poet's fire: 1 
But now, all pleaſures from thoſe ſcenes remove, 
He feels no tranſport like the warmth of love. 
No more the walks, no more the flowers can pleaſe, 
Fair Panſa's mind 4 far more un theſe. 


Ye golden Lupines (thus he'd ſometimes 270 


That ſeem ſo charming even in decay; 10 bal 
Ye proud Narciſſines, ſwelling o'er the ods. It 

Ye tufted. 4fricks, that exalt your heads, 
Ye Paſſhon-Trees, that ev'ry eye prefers 
For the ſine luſtre of your op'ning ſtars; 
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Soon ſhall the fulneſs of your glories die, - * 
The blaſts of winter all your ſweets deſtroy: 

Ev'n Laurelcello that ſuperior glows, _ 

His noble leaf and gloſſy verd ſhall loſe ! 

But the fair object of my youthful flame, 
Tranſcending Panſa, ſhall be ſtill the ſame ; _ 
Her mental beauties, ever in their prime, 
Shall bloom and triumph o'er the change of dne) 
No ſkies inclement ſhall deſpoil her ſtore, 
But ev'ry ſeaſon make thoſe beauties. more. 
What heartfelt trance, what happineſs divine, 
When Hymen's Tites confirm thoſe treaſures mine. 
O what delight our mutual ſouls ſhall 1 | 
Whilſt joys refin'd to joys ſeraphic grow 

Each prove to each, till life itſelf ſhall end, 

The dear companion, and the faithful friend ! 
Fly then ye moments, fly with ſpeed away, 
And: PI — the * 2 day. 


CANTO. e 


N 9 fo the Ke hong of ſhifting Panſa move, 
Her heart all way "ring, and unhx'd her — 3 
Far other themes her airy fancy choſe; 
Wild flights of falſe imagination roſe ! 

Idly ſhe walks from virtue's prudent train, 
And follows now the giddy and the vain, 1 


Soon as fad Tyl left his lov'd retreat, 
She long'd ſome female connoiſſeur to meet, 
Who having deeply ſuch experience try'd, 


Might give inſtructions and ſecurely e. 
: Pp Herſelf, 
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Herſelf, a novice in the wooing art, 
Perhaps might act ſome unbecoming part. 
True honeſt lovers! if ſhe copy'd them, 
Twas doing what relations would condemn. 


There liv'd a lady, Sapholinda nam' d, 1 
For gift of tongue, and many courtſhips fam'd; | 
Sa fall'n from what great nature firſt deſign d, 

Folly in her had all her ſex's join'd! | 

Her wit's ſublimeſt pitch, the leaſt degree” 

Of /hallow jeſt,” or empty repartee / 

Her childiſh whims, her vanities alive, {x 4 x 
And yet nn — 1 ef 0 


Such was _ Py hom 'Panſo chane'd to find ; ; 
And now to her ſhe opens all her mind. 
Whate' er from / or from Di cam,, 
She told the whole, as each expreſs'd his Sans; 
To the nice creature ev'ry part diſclos'd, | 
And in her love a confidence repos'd: 
Then, that ſhe might with leſs reſtraint ſucceed, 
She begs the council which the ſeem d to verd., Fu 


Frank Sap hol 0 with a fertous air, 
In words like theſe beſpoke che baſhful fair. 


You know, my Panſa, I 1206 always been 


Your faithful friend, in ev'ry trying ſcene. 


In each importance, where the caſe was nice, 
You never found me niggard of advice; 

Nor ſhall you now, if you'll my rules obey, _ 
And cloſely practiſe, as I mark the way. 
122 "Tis 
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*Tis ſtrange to me, that you ſo much devote 
Your prime of life, to ſolitude and thought. 


What can your ſoul mongſt aukward boors diſcern? 


Or what from philoſophic pages learn? 
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Small are the profits which from thence muſt flow, 


Theſe gain no riches, thoſe no fame beſtow ; 
And if ſuch bleſſings fate refuſe to give, 


What elſe remains, that's worth your wiſh to Eve 2 


You've youth and beauty, theſe, improv'd by art, 


May crown you empreſs of the nobleſt heart ; 


Wake brilliant then, to rank and fortune riſe, 


And make ſome Fare the conqueſt of your eyes. 
O/ro and Tylo may your abſence mourn, | 
And each perhaps with growing ardour burn; 
In juſt affection all your charms admire, 

With the ſoft feeling of a fond deſire; 

But neither theſe have honours or eſtate, 
No wheels convey them, and no lackies wait; 
Then ſtoop not meanly there, for if you do, 
Believe me, child, you'll molt ſeverely rue! 
The gay polite, when nuptial rites are o'er, 
Will leſs reſpe& you than they did before; 
Soon ſhall you loſe their complaiſant regard, 
And join the vulgar undiſtinguiſh'd herd. 


Whate'er the wiſe may think, or fools may dream, 


Wealth, and wealth rr draws the world's eſteem. 
Lo! the good Alpha, whoſe angelic mind 

Can hardly yet one juſt admirer find ; 

On her, what flight "civility attends! 

Her beſ? relations are but lukewarm friends! 


In 
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In each aſſembly, when, the mode you ſee, 
Brocades and robings ſtrike more hearts than the! 


Whilſt ſimple Tibby, whom her maſter wed, 
With nought that's generous in her heart or head 5 

| Receives devoirs from the proudeſt great, 30 
With all the top formalities of ſtate 
Each marn, each noon, what compliments arrive! 
Her kindred now in acts of friendſhip ſtrive. 
All, who deſpis'd the wretched maid before, 
Attend the wife, and ſervily adore. 
Nor need we marvel in a caſe ſo clear, . 
Her huſband's, worth three thouſand pounds a year ! 
Aim then at wealth, for wealth alone can _ 
Taſte, adoration, fame, nay every thiag! 
True love! means nothing in an age ſo gay, 
Unleſs you'd chuſe to dwindle life away, 
Sweat by a /aird beneath his dunghill ſhed, 
Or claſp in town ſome grov'ling drudge of trade! i 
Yet not with Ofro or with Tylo part, 
Secure them both, as foremoſt in the mart ; 

_ Encourage much, and let your ſkill be ſhewn, 
'To keep them rivals to themſelves unknown. 
When other captives you've reſerv'dly gain'd, 
Uſe ev'ry ſcheme to hold them all enchain'd. 
Preſs, flounce and flirt, affect, do all you can, 
Till fortune bleſs you with a wealthy man, 


She ceas'd: applauding Panſa then withdrew, 
Fill'd with ſtrange raptures at the golden view; 
The vile advice her changing mind perſuades ; 

No more ſhe thinks of books, or pleaſing ſhades ; 
No more the voice of heav'nly virtue charms, 
The ſyren folly all her ſoul difarms ; Romantic 
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Romantic whimſies on her fancy play'd, 
Falſe as the winds, and as the ſtreams unſtay'd. 


Behold her now, *midſt ornamental pride, 
Each morn coqueting at her toilet's ſide; 
Anxious for arts beneath her meaneſt care, 
And aping tricks which fools alone ſhould ſhare. 
Eager ſhe learns to move the glancing eye, 
To raiſe the cough, and voluntary ſigh ; 

To fix the ſtare, the ſmile, the liſping grace. 

With all the fine conceited airs of face! 

Oft o'er the room ſhe tries the ſtep janteel, 

The comely jet, and faſhionable #nee/: | 
Then iſſuing forth to all the public ſhows, 

She ſhines companion for the dangling beaus ; 
With them ſhe walks, with them ſhe joins the leer, 
Endures their grin, and ev'ry ſenſeleſs ſneer ; 
With them ſhe rambles to each nightly ball, 

And glares the N queen of all! 


Where now that modeſty which aue * 
When hearty O//o made his paſſion known? 
Where now thoſe thoughts which ſo divinely ſtrove, 
When Tylo talk'd her in the trembling grove? 


O/ro the metamorphoſe ſoon diſcern'd, 
Nor yet beheld it in the leaſt concern'd ; 
Not once'in word, or ſimple thought reprov'd, 
But from his heart ſtill moſt ſincerely lov'd. 
Her ſhape and face, her eyes appear'd the ſame, 
Theſe firſt ſupply'd, and theſe ſupport his flame, 


Oft 
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Ott as he wi to fix the marriage-day,. 


She anſwer'd ſo, as ſent him pleas'd away: 


His warmth ſhe manag'd with the 2 kill, | 


It was to-morrow, and to-morrow. ſtill. . 
If e' er one ſpark of jealouſy aroſe, 

Her ſmiling looks the maleful rage 38 
And when at night he ey'd the cb bowl, 
No doubts illepid pain'd his eaſy ſoul ; 

All then was joyous, all was brightly found; 


Tad ol 21 
# © 


Zach circling glaſs with Panſa's name went round. 


He penn'd a ſonnet. to her beauty's praiſe, 
And ſung it in his bachanalian - Lan 
Love fix d his paſſion on the 3 alone, 


— 5 4 


Whilſt flatt'ring hope made every grace his own, 


He then ſuſpected not, that one ſo free, 
So good, ſo kind, could ever faithleſs be! 


What tho? her eyes might various glances dart, 


Himſelf remain'd the fav'rite of her heart! 


What tho' ſuch numbers might their wounds dec 


He'd not believe one ea rival there! 


CANTO Iv. 


ELL me, Eliſe, ſince in . find 
The perfect model of an equal mind; 
Tell me, why many of your ſex engage 


In ſcenes ſo trifling at their ripeſt age ? : 


* 
1 | 
. 


Why do they ſtill in ſpite of judgment err, 
And meanleſi farce inſtead of truth prefer? 

In love, why thus for ſaperficials glow, | 

Graſping at nought but emptineſs and ſhow ; 


Say, 


Say, if n e 
From whence this reſtleſs cacaet hes ſprings ? 
Much happier ſure, would all the right _— 


Support A mean, and. vieh think lie y. 


But mark our J ilk in her N 
She claims at once your pity. and your hate. 


The ſmiles of ſummer now reviv'd again, 
With views of plenty gladden'd al the plain; 
The blithſome mowers, in their. ſweathy wy, * 
Purſue the labours of the lengthen'd day: % 1 
Impatient Tylo from the throng. removes, 
And flies delighted to the ſhades he loves ; 
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If happily he meets his. Panſa there. 3h * 
What riſing extacy his ſoul pafſeſt! | | 
What viſions brighten'd thro his glowing vreat! 
The bard, who would with equal juftnels tell, 
Like him ſhould fancy, and like Kim ſhould fol! 
He firmly hopes the bliſsful moment nigh, . 

When ſacred marriage would " pa aue 
Grant that elyſium of a ſocial life, 4 


The friend united in the virtuqus f:. _ == 


Soon u alight or tis e yi" — 
His firſt enquiries on his Pagſi watt. 
Around he queſtions with the niceſt care, 
What news of her, at caſtle, chunch, or falt? 
'Twas then he heard it from a ruſtie's mouth, 
And heard it mention d for à certain truth; a 
That /he and O/o were about to wed, 9 i 
The bargain fuer, the formal contract FR : 

0 


* l een ah, 


9 
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Intent on ſubj jets which he moſt elleem d: 2 = 
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No cautious Kinsfole one ohjection la,, 
But . was kixt, except the bridal ! 1 10 
1 2 i 311: nn! 

Theſe tidings he with flight cry eel 
Obſerv'd the whole, but not a.part believ'd : * 
No dark ſurmiſe his former hope invades 


He thinks of Pana mong tlie lightſome NY; 705 


Recalls the pleaſing conyerſation there 
The warmth reciprocal, the mutual. Pay. iy 
Nor will allow, that one ſo much 1: 10 pe; 
To cry beauty of a virtuous mind, Pr 
Would ſtoop to join the falſe deceiving nes, 1 0 

C wi IEP Ter 

| 0 Tk 
n q quite unwilling to ſulpe peck the mad 

His pos ſlighted, or his eich betray d, ® 

vet her in the conſcious Or. he dy 

4 8 a of love; It, F 1-09 


TP ich nice diſimulating art, me 7 
Gain'd nr aſcendance o'er his e TY 
Herſelf, the, murrour of petfelion. ſeem'd, 


She talk'd of "worthith in the liſts of fame, 22 x 
The Roman Lucrece, "and the Gelen Dane; 
The good Lavinig, with Horatio ble, 

The virtues bea ing from a Cockburn's breaſt] - 
The raptures, Which from true affection o, 7 
The joys ſeraphic which the conſtant know. 1 V 
Soft as ſhe ſpoke, the youth with ardour ee 

His vaſt regard to adoration roſe;, * 
He feels à more tlian lover's fond deſire; 


He burns with purer, 30 with nobler fre ! 4 , 
* 
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And now, that nothing might bis wiſh deſtroy,” | 
He n cloſely to the nuptial tie. d ' 150 IF, 
| Hin 750 c 
Sighing alternate for th' 3 gn 22 1 
And grown impatient at the long A: 
Oſro no more on promiſes rely'd, + le ono 2A 
But ſought the nymph—he would be aH 
*Twas then reflection re-afſum'd his foul,” | Momilde? 
Freed from the vapours of the g bowls” 5H 
And juſt as Bis ſo pathetic ſtrove; Wirt 917 7 you 
His voice reverb'rates thro” the ſounding prove. ' 
He came, he /aw, and with uplifted eyes, 2 
Stood, pale and ſpeechleſs, in a fixt ſurpriſe! 


7 


But ſoon the rage of jealouſly expreſt * i 1 
The perturbation of his lab'ring breaſt::?: —— 
A ſudden tremor ſhook thro' at his ame; — —_ 


His eye- balls darted with unufual famg; _w 
And in a language which his ſoul abhor'd," 400 "I _ 
He now reproaches whom he once Aer d. nd ap 


1 C14 ' 


Paſa, with ſome ebnen? droop'd her bead, 
A deeper bluſh round-ey*ry feature ſpread; 
Yet taking O/o by the hand aſide,  . 
To ſooth 2 anger each perſuaſion try'd. 
Smiling, ſhe told him in a ſoft' ning tone, 
He — maſter of her heart alone! 
Whatever rivals might offend his view, 


Dear O/o ſtill ſhould find his Panſa 21. | 
Her faithful heart could neꝰ er its object leave, 
Too warm to change - too conſtant to deceive. 
But all ſhe ſaid was now advanc'd too late 
His former love is turn'd to deadly hatez —@ 


r No 


— = 
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peechfal magic can the loſt reſtore. nA 
Buſan —ů—ů— her more! [ 
Bade her, with thoſe who knew her not remain, | 


Then parted-fioin-her/in 5 {buy diſdain. 


: 
W i * , | a 
1 * 815 ba a1 * 1: b 3 w- ect! ſow # wo L341443. 


Through fair meanders of gcleſtial ways; 
Sublimely ravidh'd:with-the new! delight, | 

Wh en all. Gim dens da his fl: 0 4 
Nn en me. 
Awakes,apd finds che fn deluſion gone. 


80 Tyls ſeem'd, "his ſpecious trancey led, 2g 
In diffrent light he views, the faithleſs maidzʒ 
Beholds her ſtain d wich coptumelions "| 
An axge! turn 0A een Nan usb 
On wings of Vanity e tolt, 77 
To truth, 3 and ta wiſdom Pod. * 
Mov'd at ar, 


In Rabys & wins be ecke che tuneful thrang, 
To calm his ſpirits with inſtrucliye 4 ali 
There, art ind nature, varioully diſplay d of 25 gi! 


Thro' peaceful ſcenes, his meditations Ad: Ko 
Soon he forgets the ſoft 7 75 pain, 


Collect his mind, and is bi ARNE. 


To Sapholinida, Panſa next repairs, 7 T E 
Gets freſh advice, — learns more mat "a dm 


411 
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* * The ſeat of the Earl of Darlington. 
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Advancing daily in her wanton ſchemes, 

Led by the pageance of hex gulden.dreams,. 

To gain new loves, each artifice ſhe tries; | 
What light'nings flaſh from charming Panſa's eyes | 
But now ſhe finds their bright artill'ry fail, 

Nor can her beauties o'er one heart prevail; 
Much injur'd Oo tells his wrongs aloud, 

A whiſper catches thro? the ruſtling crowd; 

In routs, and balls, where once ſhe met reſpec, 
She now is treated with a cold neglect; 

Appears rejected at the gayſome ring, 

And ev'n with Fops a diſregarded thing. 


Miſtaken maid ! who dar'd her vows prophane, 
Long will ſhe figh for happineſs in vain ; 
This humble truth, with ſad convichon know, 
From pureſt love, the trueſt raptures flow / 
When the looſe follies of her youth are paſt, 
She'll find a viper, and its ſting ſhall laſt ! 


Ye lovely fair, by heaven firſt deſign'd 
As angels, to reform and bleſs mankind! 
O ſtrive alone by virtuous ways to pleaſe, 
And wiſely ſcorn ſuch little arts as theſe ; 
In each adventure of precarious youth, 
Maintain your native innocence and truth ! 
Ne'er let thoſe charms which nature's bounties give, 
Fade with your youth, in ſtriving to decerve ; 
Let narrow ſouls the Smithfield-Genius claim, 
Be yours the nobler unpoluted flame; 
Preſerv'd from ev'ry baſe attraction clear, 
Bright as Eliza's—faithful and ſincere. 
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SOPHRONTI A; 


OR, THE 
FAITHFUL FAIR: 
A r O E M. 


In FIVE BOOKS. 


O Inxocznce! the ſex's nobleft charm! 
Beyond what Venus or the Graces give! 
Beyond thoſe ornaments gay Fasun1O rules! 


Injur'd as ſhe was, 

She pity'd and forgave—what could ſhe do ? 

His Apvocartse was Lovs !—that gentle pleader, 
Always at her heart, perſuaded flill !— 


Written in the year 1755. 
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- Inſerided + 0 M SPENCER, | 


BOOK. the, FIRST. 


LEST emanation of celeſtial Abe, 

By what diſtinguiſh d name ſoever call's 
In Mörtel tongue, repeat thy viſit now ! 
Oft thou delight'ſt me in the private hour, 
Affording ſalace to my ruffled mind 
Sweet relaxation from commercial tail! 
Upborne by thee, I leave my native clod, - 
Walk on the winds, and mount the rolling ſpheres: 
With hee J travel midſt unbounded pe, 
Searching thro' nature to the Gop of ALL! 
O how I long to touch the g tous theme; 
To ing that Gop, and in aſpiring ſtrains 
Declare his wonders to the ſons of men 
If health ſupport till life's embrighten'd noon, 
The reaſon perfect, and the judgment ſure ! 
Undiaſs d by the ſophiſtry of ſchools, = 
The wins diſputes, that dark confuſion breed! 
Riſing unfetter'd from the mazy throng, 
The parable I may with hope affume. 


Mean- 
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Meantime, whate' er I am, let me advance 
His praiſe! even in the tale familiar, N 
Let me fair virtue's cauſe unaw'd eſpouſe, 


Nor heed the ſheer of folly:ſoothing tribes! 


Come then, ſweet thought, convey me all ſerene 
To where the ſpaw * falutes the paſſing Wear. 
There let me ſit, and ſnuff the balmy breeze, 
Wafting ſalubrious down the curving ſhore. 
And thou, my: Spencer, thou-my boſom- friend; 
My critic ! haſte along; and with thee bring 
Thy humble heart, thy modeſty and truth; 
Kindly accepting what the muſe * 


In thoſe 3 . aa." 
When Charles-Re/tor'd with eaſy ſcepter ſway a; 
The good Marthaneo left the noiſe of N | 
And paſs'd the evening of his life in peace; | 
Near lonely Hunwick+ fixing calm retreat. 
No ſudden guſt had wrought his mind to this; 3 


No falſe diſlike to miniſtry or times; 
No peeviſh turn at diſappointed hopes; 


But firmeſt choice, premeditated lon g. 


Him, nature? 8 wants in early youth oblig'd © 
To truſt the dangers of tempeſtuous ſeas 
uin n 8 far diſtant ſhores. 

| With 
One of the Fired at Haute, chat ariſes on the very 


brink of the river ear. ; 

+ A ſmall village near Bi/hep Hichland : It was formerly 
much reſorted to, on account of its medicinal ſprings, which. 
were long famous for many cures in chirurgical caſes; but, of 


late years, thoſe have been almoſt — neglected. 


>= 
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With honeſt ĩnduſtry, he trade purſu ol 
Thro' various climes. In happy Arab 
(Where coral, caſſia, myrrh, and pearls baun) 
He landed frequent, and ſucceſsful gain d. 


Oft rode his veſſel in the Penſan gulph, 
At ancient Gombroon ; frighted richly thence 

With golden manufactures, ſilks, and tiſſue. 

Oft ſail'd he where the ſtately Indus "ry 
Touching alternate, as occaſion calbd, 

At Cambata, Bengala, and at Malabar; |. 
Coromandel, and the coaſt of Decan, 7 " : 
(Kingdoms now ſubject to the high Mogul, 

Him, late ſo dreaded thro' the Pagan world) 

There taking i in the valuable load au _ 
Of rich perfumes, and aromatic ſpice, - N wall of: 
Sometimes he anchor'd in the ports, Amoy, . 
Quantum and Chuſan, mongſt the proud Ching oe F 
Returring laden with a precious ſtore. 

He labour'd much, and heaven bleſt his #94 25 
Vouchſafing what he ſought—a Competence / 

And ſuch as ſuited with his prudent mind; 

In all things aiming at the Golden- mean. 

He wanted not the luxuries of life, 

Delufive. vanities, or tinſel ſhow ; | 

But reaſon lov'd, and all her dictates oriz'd. | 
Of ſterling wealth, he might have more amaſs d, 
But for his bounteous ſympathiſing ſoul, _ | 
Which could not bear one worthy friend ſhould want. 
To ſerve ſuch friends, he many voyages made, 
And turn'd each profit to the gen'rous end. 

And when in London he had fix'd abode, 

He meant not there to idle out his time; 


But, 
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But, nobly active in his country's cauſe, © 
Wiſely promoted ev*ry uſeful art. 

And ſfmil'd on genius at its earlieft dawn. 

The public charities, Kea 
By wiſe direction of impartial men, e 08 
He always aided with à lib ral hne. 
It was his glory to be doing good? 
He marry'd, and was happy in the ſtate; 
Supremely happy with Sophrome's love. 
That faithful partner of his conſtant heart, 
How prais'd ! how honour'd by the ſageſt poo ! 
n molt GOIN ny REIN Bra) - 
Her ſpotleſs breaſt, nor vice nor folly har d., 
Pure native innocence the whole poſſeſt. 

To this was added an engaging form: 

Nature was laviſh in her beauties there! 
Harmomous ſymmetry, a turn, 

A ſweetneſs, mild, round ev*ry feature ſhone : 
Her looks, expreſſive of an humble mind. 
A ſhape, propottion'd to the niceſt eye, 

Graceful demeanor, unaffected air, | 
That charm'd the gay, and bade the grave admire. 


What falutations: hail'd their 1 nup tial day! "Pp 
What wiſhes, riſing from ſincere LITET 
Friends and relations, ſtriving to excel, 

In kindeſt marks, congratulating came : S 
Whoe'er had ſeen, or heard their virtuous hold 
Glow'd with true rapture at the grateful news, 
Zach tongue was fluent in the juſt acclaim, _ 
Each heart exulted in the ſocial joy. 


1 


— 
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Diſtinguiſh'd thus, their hymenæeal paſs'd,” 
— EINE = 
But thrice its anniverſary return d; (bo 
And yet no progrny to crown their hopes: | 
A ISI? 7 
So truly fitted for the tender tie, Lace ol 
All long'd to ſee parentally engag'd, 

Anxious expetiance with ach year rei d. 


Marthaneo oft a fond deſire expreſs d, ir 
But ſuch as roſe not to impatient heat 
For tho' to him the gift might be deny'd, 
He'd dare no murmurs at the Mill. Divine! - | 
P · w b 
If this was added to the bounty gion, 0 
He would with due humility receive; 

And conſcious of the ſacred truſt repos d, 


mn r 


grew; | 
Conſtant imploring, till as font bo | 
To ſolemnize the memorable day: 
Twas then (O criſis, pleaſing and ſevere!) 
Sophroma travail'd, and a Daughter bore. 


The news how- welcome to each friendly gueſt, 
How doubly welcome to Mart banio's mind! 
Haſting immediate from the temperate bowl, 
With fond careſs he clapſs the feeping babe, | 
And melts in tranſport of paternal love. 

A while he gazes on its tender form, 


A while with felf-congratulation glows, 


Till 
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Till, with the juſteſt adoration fill d. 
His ſoul acknowledges the Good. Supreme, $7 
And yields her ſacrifice; of thanks and praiſe. 

So highly happy in his with complete, 

Nought now ſeem'd wanting in his moral ſpore, 
No more to aſk, . at 


But mark the inſtability of bis! 
All, all evanid as the fun- gilt N 
Which, while ſome Art;} with attention = 
Breaks Woo n er 4 


” vi 5 20 Fe 


Juſt as thetuherfandled:o'es his e chil, : 


And felt the pleaſures of a new delight, 


Sophronia ſicken'd at approach of deatl. 

All then alarm'd, their beſt aſſiſtance lend. 
The ſxilld- in: phyſic ev ry method try d... 
But every method was, alas, in van 
The lovely creature haſten'd to decay, 

Soon chang'd that viſage which was once ſo fair! 
Soon ſet thoſe beauties that adorn d the 1 

Each charm erpiring! in de faba apes 2 


Ve, chat have parted: From! 2 wife ſo lord, 

So truly dear, ſo faithful, and ſo good; eng 

Think now what pangs Mart haneb's heart endur'd! ! 
Rack'd in the keeneſt agonies of grief, 1 
In ſpite of fortitude his tears O er flops. 
What Stoict could in fuch a ſcene refrain? uy 
O fad alternative! O painful change 

From height of de- to a _ of woe! 


As ſoft he prefs'd beckidiograndiidg arms, / i A 
| Her 
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And words like theſe conclude her laſt careſs: 


141 
Her languiſh'd eyes juſt rais d one tender look, 5 — 


« Thou beſt of huſbands, and of friends, ed: 


* Goodneſs like thine ſure heaven will reward, 

« Reſume thyſelf, nor ſorrow thus for me; 
Thy infant daughter now demands thy care; 
To ſave that pledge of Hymenzal-love, - 

„ Be all thy prudence and thy zeal e's; 


£4 
1 z 


* 


„ Remember this F. —fhe ſaid, and fighing, Ged. 


Tho? darkly loſt in EE gloom, 
While life yet linger'd with a dubious ray; 
Soon as her breath the ſtiff ning corte forſook, 
Calm contemplation intellectual roſez* 
Sweet heavenly hope his penſtve mind ſeren'd, 
And reſignation taught him how to her. 


Reaſon, embrightenꝰd by the truths reveal'd. 


Shew'd Ruling- Providence in all things nd 4h 


WS, 


Far nobler flame than that of mortal love, * 


His ſoul inſpir d, and ev*ry thought debt. * 
No more he mourn'd Sophronia's euly fate, 
But mark'd her riſing to the realms of day, 


Firm faith condudting ro” the glorious auge? 25 


Gm FAY in ſilent ae paſt, 
He then prepar'd the fit funereal rites,” - 
And paid due honours to her laſt reitiphns. 9 
Not like the vain, of oſtentation proud; 
Glaring with fopp'ries- at a chriſtian grave, 
And looſely laviſh in burleſque of woe 
Nor yet like thoſe, who heedleſs of their friends, 
Deny juſt reverence in the ſolemn cloſe, 
Falling beneath the dignity of man! 
1 


His 
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His choice was ſuch as ſuited with his late, ---- | :-7 7 

I cw er — "7 
This duty o'er, his ſettled thoughts revive. ...- 

The reſolution, of his farmer years, mile, 

To quit the noiſy buſtle of the world, ur 

And in retirement thars: the joys of peace. 


Fair peace, tho? regent in the Pa Glas 0 
Is ſtill beit reliſh d mid ſequeſter'd ſhades, 
Where ſylvan-nature moſt ſerenely charrm s, 
Aiding reflection in her boundleſs ſoan 
The ſun of truth, unclouded and ee. — 
Beams on the ſoul, ſuperlatively bright! | 
And there, from idle interruption free, 
The candid moraliſts purſue their themes, 
dure by che prejudice of es! ', 


Of this conving'd, he would — then ee 
To the lone villa, whole recluſive ſlight |. 
The diſpoſition f his fancy pleas jj 
But warmly mindful of the tender chage, 

The Tr or of maternal- love! 
He check'd his paſſivn, and the ſcheme poſipon': 
To leave his infant to an alien's care, 

Seem'd too remiſſive in a father's part; 
To take her with lim to the ruſtic plain, 
Might be productive of a fulure ill; 
An ill to genius, . | 


He had, en diſcern'd 
The vaſt advantage of the public ſcenes, | 
In forming judgment at its doubtful dawn. * 
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Without ſome knowledge of the ſocial world, 
The yourhfal mind erroneouſly 1mbibes 
Contracted notions, and too oft confus'd, 
Wiſtleſs miſtakes reality of things; 

To ſuch, the glaring pageantry of ſhow 
Appears inviting with attractive charths, 

And vice delightful in the diſtant view. 


Induc'd by motives ſo expreſs humane, 
So fitting true benevolence of heart, 
He made himſelf the guardian of his child. 
And firſt he nam'd her by her mother's name, 
Sophronia ! which aſſenting friends approv'd : 

Her health he watch'd thro” each precarious ſtages 
Wiſely afliſting ev ry prudent way: | 
It was his aim, by wholeſome fare to fix 

Soundneſs of habit, that with years might'grow. 


The lovely babe, with gentle pain, furviv'd 
Various diſeaſes incident to youth, 
Till ſtrength ſupported in the tim'rous wit, 
And prattling ſpeech came liſping from her tongue. 
But when the fatal epidemic ſpread | 
Its noxious influence o'er her virgin form, 
And, like an inſet *mongſt the vernal buds, 
Prey'd on each feature, cruelly ſevere ; _ 
Then droop'd the flower, and life but faintly ſhone, 


Say learned caſuiſts' (if your knowledge reach 
To things myſterious in the rolls of fate) 
Say what offence from righteous heaven brought 
This fad affliction on the ace below ? 


ad | ; 


— ͤVx et > oo in ee SES EI I — 
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Which not alone the female bloom deſtroys, 
Diſrobing beauty of her ſweeteſt charms, 

But oft the ſoundeſt conſtitution taints, 
And veils the eye-balls in a ſightleſs gloom ! 


Too deeply I its dire effects have known; 

Bearing thro' life misfortune unreliev'd: 

Oh with what grief I could my loſs repine ! 
What fad, what melancholy thoughts indulge ! 
Too early forc'd from erudition's lore, 
From nightly vititing the claſſic page, 

And fit peruſal o'er. the taper's beam: 
From many high advantages debarr dd! 
But what, alas, can mortal ſorrow bring, 
Save low dejection, and repinings vain ? 

The rather, let me emulate in praiſe | 

For ſight vouchſaf'd, ſince yet enough remains 
To view the ſeaſons as they circling riſe ; 
Thro' worlds material trace a hand-djvine / 
Enough to aid me in an honeſt call, "mo 
To keep me active in my humble ſphere, 
1 To friends no burthen, to myſelf no pain 
| What numbers, hapleſs in a harder lot, 
1 | Have n&er beheld the ſun's diffuſive ray; 

1 Condemn'd to languiſh in perpetual ſhade, 
And uſeleſs ſlumber thro? a length of years! 


Tho“ flow, recov'ring from the fell diſeaſe, 
To life, to vigour, and to health reſtor'd : 
No feature loſt, no faculty impair'd, 

From ev'ry ſickly interruption free, 

Her conſtitution with her years improv'd, 


Much happier turn, the darling infant bleſt; 
| 


The 
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The roſeate bloom fat ſmiling on her cheeks, 
And all her foul was innocence and love. 


In vain the muſe would feelingly deſcribe 
The glad ſenſations of Marthaneo's breaſt. 
Fach hour more happy in the bliſs beſtow'd ! 
What conſolation to the virtuous man ! 
Oft would he preſs her to his glowing heart, 
And mark the riling graces of her form, 
Her mother's image fancy'd in his view.! 
The ſame her ſweetneſs, and We ſame her bloom. 


And whilſt advancing to maturer age, 

Her education was his chief concern. 

With manners noble to adorn her mmd, 

He choſe preceptors p:ou/ly diſpos'd, 

Whoſe actions anſwer'd what their doctrines taught. 
It was his ſtudy to inſpire the maid 

With ju/? ambition, ſolid and ſublime. 

He follow'd not the blind miſtake of thoſe, 

Who fill their children with a vague deſire 

Of excellence in ſuperficial things; % 

To graſp at trophies in unmeaning fame! 
Conducive this to vanity and pride, 

To cold reſpect for what is really good; 

Religion and morality deſpis'd : 

And hence are form'd the giddy thoughtleſs train, 
Whoſe darling pleaſure is in outward ſhow, 

Who idly tral to their lateſt day. 


The wiſe 1 ſhun'd the fault of ſuch, 
Training his daughter in the ways of truth, 
H 2 By 
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By reaſon guiding thro” the mode of times. 
He had her taught in ev'ry needful art, 
In all the management of houſchold-cares, 
To be induſtrious when occaſion call'd, 

In converſation, how ſhe might avoid 
Detraction, and the common-place of fools, 
In private moments, how divinely wrapt, 
Her ſoul might feel ineffable actight 


Nor yet deny'd he innocent recourſe | 

To fit amnſements, which the'town affords; 
But ſerious caution'd *gainſt a wild exceſs, 
That oft enervates and deludes the will. 
With warmth he conftant admonition gave, 
To rank ſuch pleaſures in no high degree, 
No more than reſpites from material care! 
Twas her's to act as wiſdom has ordain'd, 
And chiefly mindful of the glorious wreath, 
Blooming eternal in a happier ſphere, 

There, and there only, reſt her foul's defire ! 
As ſteady ſeamen, with directed helm, 

O'er the wide ocean certain courſe | 
Not aim to land, till at the deftin'd ſhore ! | 


The fair Sophronia was deſerving all— 
Nobly excelling in each mental charm, 
Till twenty ſummers had encreas'd her age: 
Her father then to rural life withdrew, | 
Timely ſecreted from the buſtling-world. 
He put his daughter under no reſtraint, 
But granted her the privilege of choice; 
Propoſing fortune ſuitably genteel. 


She 
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She might have liv'd diſtinguiſh'd in the town, 
Her future conduct interpos d by none: 

But mov'd by duty, and affection's tie, 

B y the ſoft feelings of a grateful heart, 

The kind indulgence ſhe in prudence wav'd, 
And haſted with him to the ſilent plain. 


End of the Firſt Bel. 
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BOOK II. 


AlL! happy ye, who have in younger days 

Your parts ſupported on an active ſtage, 
Timely conducive to the public weal; 
Thro? all the ſtrange viciſſitudes of ſcenes. 
Preſerv'd your hearts un/þatted from the world; 
And now, contented in your humble ſheds, 
Await the ſummons 'midſt a calm of ſoul. 
O doubly bleſt ! with extacy ſublime, 
On earth ye glow, and after death ſhall ſhare 
Purer delight, in happier realms above! 
Like ye, Marthaneo was diſcreetly. wiſe, 
Like ye unruffled in his life's decline. 


His habitation was a lonely grange, 
Commodious ſeated on a riſing plain, 
Whence various proſpects met the ſhifting eye. 
Here, fruitful fields extend along the vales; 
There, woods and lawns the {loping hills adorn ; 
H 3 Here, 
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Here, . ſhrubby heaths, that ruder landſcape yield, 
There, beaten roads, that mark the traveller's way : 
The Wear meand'ring with a gentle tide, 

Form'd diff*rent views, at different points beheld : 
The towns, and villas, interſpers'd around, 

At once diverſify'd and crown'd the ſcene. 


His own incloſures (arable and mead, 
And widening paſtures) all contiguous lay, 
In ev'ry hedge, a divers kind of trees, 
Fitly diſpos'd, the ſylvan-fancy pleas'd. 
To theſe was added a delightful grove, - 
With many an arbouret, ſpontaneous form'd. 
There feſtive choriſters, by nature taught, 
Pour'd forth their ſonnets in harmonious lays, 
The thruſh, the linnet, and the blackbird join'd. 
And various finches warbl'd from the boughs : ET 
But chief the wood-/ark (whoſe melodious ſtrain | 
No bird ſurpaſſes) fix'd the raviſh'd ear, vg 
Whilt conſtant rills, adown the moſly ſides, 
Came ſoftly purling with an eaſy flow, 


He'd flocks and heifers, of a choſen breed, 
And horſes trained to the team and rein; | 
Proportion'd to the herbage of his farm: 

A num'rous poultry throng'd around his doors, 
And pigeons, beauteous in their various hues, 
Theſe to ſupport, was kind Sophronia's care: 
Her's too the bees, that *mong the orchard buds 
Labour'd for ſweets, which others muſt enjoy. 
Much would ſhe pity when the ſeaſon came, 
To take their hives, and ev'ry life deftroy. 

: | She 


The FAITHFUL FAIR 119 
She wiſh'd ſome genius could invention find, 
That might prevent a cruelty ſo hard '* 


Marthaneo ſtill was regular in all 
His hours, prefix'd for exerciſe or eaſe. 
Betimes he roſe, and with a fervent heart, 
Preferr'd his ſacrifice of thanks and praiſe, 
Then, filent ſeated at his eaſtern gate, 
Partook the fragrance of the morning air. 


Not long, till waking from her peaceful ſleep, 
His lovely daughter hail'd the gladſome Gays 5 
And having firſt her higheſt duty paid, 

Ran to ſalute him with the looks of love. 
She next examin'd how the dairy throve, 
Nor thought it meanneſs to attend the pail: 


Their breakfaſt o'er, together forth they walk'd. 
Where'er the good man's inclination led; 
Perhaps along the river's furzy ſhore 
Where lowly Eſcambe f ſteals among the trees; 
Or turning weſtward with an eaſy pace,. 
Arnv*d at Witton 's] hoſpitable doors. 
There frequent, in the verdant church-yard plac'd, . 
Thus would the father moral thoughts unfold. 


Do thou, my child, with ſome reſpect, ſurvey 
H4 Thoſe 


* The author had not, at the time of writing this, read or 
heard of the ingenious Mr H;/{mazx's invention for the preſer- 
vation of bees. 

+ A little village cloſe by Auckland. 

t Witton le Wear. Here are the remains of a ſtately eaſtle, 
formerly belonging to the Darcy ſamily. | 
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Thoſe graſſy graves, where humble hinds are laid, - 
What moulder there were once of public uſe, 
Kindly laborious in an honeſt call! 

Whole families ſupported; by their toit! 

Lament not thou, becauſe they are not known 

In fame's huge volume, nor in lplendor lvd ! 
Lament not thou, becauſe they ne'er atchievd 
The noiſy actions of the fierce or brave! | 
There needs no Ce/ars to ſuſtain our life; 

Nor can we profit from a Cato's pride 

Theſe humbler ruſtics, if their hearts were good. 
Far higher praiſe deſerv*d—their chaſter deeds 
May ſhine more e in the ſight of Heauen! 
| Rejoice, ye poor! for gold is not requir'd, 

Nor vaſt abilities, to gain the Kies. 

Employ the talent Providence has lent, 

And truly practice what the ſeriptures teach 

Then reſt content, for your reward is ſure 

O worſt of enemies to virtue's cauſe! 

Te, whoſe example ſoundeſt faith confounds, 
Who take religion's doctrine in your mouths, 
Yet dare to follow what that doctrine blames } 

Ye talk of prudence, but, alas, have none! 
Slaves to your follies: to your paſſions flaves! 


In ſuch reflections oft an hour would paſs, 
Serenely- pleaſing to the younger mind: 
Then ſoft aſcending by the moory edge, | 
They reach'd the field, from whoſe internal beds 
The min'ral fountain. Glutif'rous flows, 
That once was famous many counties round, 
There, ſeated on ſome hilloc's daiſy brow, 1 
| ey 
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They tender talk'd, with gratitude humane, 

Of cures performed by. this wond'rous ſpring. 

What numbers, vex'd with ulcerated ſores, . 
Had joyful left their uſeleſs crytches here, 

To nervous ſtrength, and lopg-loſt health reſtor d! 


How great the pity in theſe modern days, 
That ſcarcely known, the balmy ſtream runs waſte, 
Unſought by patients whom. it might befriend! 
The ſame kind virtues in its parts adhere !, 
What hinders then, but many now may find 
Relief in, wounds, which baffle niceſt art, | 
Limbs be preſery'd, and many lives prolong'd? 


Thence thro? the groves of Helmedon* they came, 
Where paſt'ral ſweetneſs univerſal reigns. | 

Intent on objects. as they various roſe, 

They ſaw, thro' all, Inmortal. Miſdom ſhine. _ 

The lofty trees, chat ſtately branches ſpread; 
The ſhrubs, that flouriſh'd in a lowlier grorth; | 
The moſs arboreous on the cruſted rind | 
The weeds, luxuriant in a damper ſhade ; 1 
Were lively themes for boſoms ſo retin'd.. 


Oh blind to wiſdom ! blind to nature's charms: | 
Loſt to the joys of rational delight! 
Who want, amuſement in the rural walk, 

Or think time tedious in a leiſure hour 

Too much ye ſlumber in your youthful days; 

Too much ye value what the mode beſtows ; 54 
u. 


* A ſtraggling village a mile from Hunwick., 
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Deluded by the pageantry of ſhow, 
All elſe feems loneſome ſpite of reaſon's lore. 


The fair Sophronia, temperate in all, 
Was ever happy in an equal mind. 
She could be grave, or innocently gay, 
Nor ſcorn'd nor lov'd the faſhions of a town. 
Now with her father in the penſive groves, 
Reſign to thought, nor ſcem'd long ſilence pain. 
Each lucid wrapt in meditation's beam, 
They wander'd on, regardleſs of their home, 
Till leſs'ning ſhadows mark'd the noon-tide hour. 


At dinner, all was chearfully ſerene; 
They far'd delicious in a wholeſome way; 
Nor want nor luxury approach'd their board : 
No pamp'ring dainties to corrupt the blood, 
Yet joyous plenty hoſpitably ſhone, | 
More than ſufficient, that the poor might ſhare! 
Marthaneo clos'd the moderate repaſt 
With juſt three glaſſes, in a focial mood. 
Health to his King, his Country, and his Friends ! 
This cuſtom done, he from his chair withdrew, 
And ſought refreſhment in an hour's repoſe ; 
A ſoft indulgence drooping age requir'd. 


Meantime Saphronia, with a prudent care, 
O'er-look'd the ſervants, and her orders gave. 
So condeſcending, affable, and kind, 
Her gentle temper ev'ry heart had gain -d ; 
With love they honour'd, and with zeal obey'd. 
She much commended when they right perform'd, 
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And blam'd omiſſions with a mild reproof. 
No fretful brawlings diſcompos'd her mind, 
No odious names in brutiſh language giv'n. 
She kept no ſervants of the ruder ſort, 
Of blacken'd morals, or of looſe deſires. 
No fooliſb women, to diſgrace their ſex ; 
No fellows, that, forgetful of their ſtate, 
Deride, and in the monkey loſe the man! 


— 


When from his couch the happy father roſe, 
The tender object of his kind concern 
Was ever preſent in each waking thought. 
He found her ready to attend his call, 
Induc'd by all affectionate eſteem, 


Their pads prepar'd, for exerciſe they rode 
To where the Gaunleſi & diſembogues its ſtream : 
Or more delighting in a wider round, 

To further Shildon + turn'd the bending reins. 
There yet in peace the friendly man ſurvives, | 
Whom the muſe honour'd in her earlier lays, | 
Enraptur'd with his honeſty of heart ! - | 
And then, tis ſaid; the good Philonſo liv'd, 
Who oft retreated to this ſilent place, 
Improving in his majeſty of thought. 


He was a member of the holy tribe, 
Whoſe heart was ever to his function true! 
Thro? 11. he acted as became the prieſt, 

| | Fought. 


* This rivulet runs thro' Auclland park, near which it has 
its conflux with the Wear. | 
7 A neat village, near Auckland St Andrews. 
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Fought the good fight, nor yielded to the world. 
When oft the dupes of vanity purſu'd | 
With all the malice of a thoughtleſs rage, 
Amidſt their keeneſt calumny compos'd, 

He but lamented they could be ſo blind; 

From the dark cloud 1 with brighter virtue roſe, 
Diſplay'd his heart, and tenderly forgave. | 
He dar'd be piaus in an age too bad, 

And daily in the thorny vineyard toil'd, 


His deeds confirming what his doctrine taught. 


Not like thoſe ſhepherds, whom, ſyblunar toys 
Can more enrapture than celeſtial crowns ; - 
Who ſee their heedleſs flocks neglected change, 
Wand'ring unguarded from the righteous way, 
Yet ſtill dream on, until the wolves deſtroy; 


Nor mourn their death, ſo chey ve the Heeces fins! 


How joy'd the trav lers when they chane'd to meet 
This worthy: paſtor from the crowd withdrawn. 
With him, till evening, they would frequent ſtay, 
Each ſoul partaking heavenly. delight, 

In converſation, moral and reſin d. 


If he was abſent, nought invited there; 
But touring on, by Weſterton* they came, 
| And paſs'd the Kirk+, whoſe high exalted tow'r 
vp Is from far diſtant pariſhes ſurvey'd. 
| Soft as they rode, they would diſcourſe maintain, 
| Nor ftole their moments unimprov'd away. * 
1 ne 
5 * Near the Auckland road to Durham. 
| T Merrington kirk. 
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The lowlieſt hamlet not beneath their care! 
Tho? ſimple thatch'o'er every cottage ſpread, 
Yet honeſty might beam her-worth within, 
And friends to virtue find a dwelling there ! 


Marthaneo, wiſe, by long experience taught, 
Talk'd much of prudence in the ways of men, 
Tracing the nat*ral conſequence of things. 

He ſhew'd in what true happineſs conſiſts, 
And what poſſeſſions claim'd the ſoul's regard, 
In what to light, in what to fix deſire. 


The maid, attentive to each moral lots, 
Impos'd her queſtions, pertinent, and juſt; 
For uſeful knowledge always on the wing, 
Eager to catch what ma her mind enlarge. 


O Innocence] the fox” s nobleſt charm! 
Beyond what Venus, or the graces give! 
Beyond thoſe ornaments gay faſhion rules! 
The lovely fair-ones, whilſt of thee poſſeſt, 
Are ever active in purſuit of truth, 
For wiſdom thirſting with a gloridus zeal. 
At once they poliſh and reform mankind ; 
At once our love and admiration claim, 
The proudeſt honour, and the wiſeſt own ! 
But when from thee they unadvis'dly part, 
And ſeek for glories in miſtaken dreams; 
When, hurrying on thro? error's wand*ring maze ; 
They meanly firive by little arts to pleaſe ; 
How ſoon they leſſen from the end deſign'd ! 
How ſoon they forfeit what thy ſweetneſs gave! 

No 
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No more the lights of emulation ſhine; 
But left to trifle, to their lateſt day; 
The {light of good men, and the ſport of fools! 


The ſocial pair purſu'd the beaten road, 
Mending their pace along the well-known bridge, 
From whence the eye romantic Coxdale* views, 
Nor ſtop'd, till at the mould'ring Croſs + arriv'd, 
Which yet retains the mighty Nevi/'s name. 


Recorded facts, their memories recal, 
For both had read their country's annals o'er : 
And here they knew that Edward's glorious queen 
Bravely repuls'd the rude invading foes, - 
Her warriors furious at their ſov'reign's . 


Twas on that _ that memorable day ! 
When many a cid lay breathleſs on the plain, 
The valiant Bruce, renown'd and fear'd in war, 
Became the captive of a braver am. 
Him, Copland i met, and in a ſingle fight, 

The dreaded chief o'ercame ; but ſcorn'd to ſlay! 
The glorious act a nation's thanks reward, 
And knightly honours grac'd the hero's name. 


The great event was worthy of their thought; 
But, 


The ſeat of Mr Saloyn, nigh Sunderland bridge. 

+ Nevil's Croſs, now in ruins, but remarkable in hiſtory for 
the ſignal victory obtained near it, in October 1346, by Queen 
Philippa, wife to Edward III. | 

t This brave ſoldier was but of mean birth, yet for this great 


and glorious action, he was knighted, 
Sce Callier;s Dict. 
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But, friends to ſcience and the public peace, 
They gen'rous wiſh'd no future broils might rages 
No dark rebellions to diſturb the ſtate; 

But all be liberty, and ſocial love. 


And now along the ſinking vale they mov'd, 
Their ſteeds, more ſpeedy in the known return, 
Soon brought them on by Brancepeth's & ancient pile, 
Where once the Bulmers in their ſplendor ſhone, 
And where ('tis ſaid) the truly-noble Gray f 
Rejoic'd his parents in his natal hour; 

Born as a bleſſing to the public weal. 


Him, choice directed in the ſacred call! l | 
"Twas not for Lucre, or reſpe& of menz ' 
*Twas not ambition which the world confines, : 
No mean advantage which that world can * 
But true benevolence His heart engag'd ! 

Immortal $hiloh beſt inſpirer there! 


When princely titles by deſcent were his, 
No leſs he labour'd for the good of ſouls : - 
Humble, and meek, in pure religion's ways, 
His mortal life was one continued ſcene 
Of perfect charity, beſtow'd on all! 1 


Ye 

* Now the ſeat of Mr Bellaſſe. | 

+ Anthony Lord Gray, E. of Kent, ſon of George Gray, Eſq; 
was born at Brancepeth, He ſtudied divinity, and ſbecame rec- 
tor of Burbech, in Lieceſterſbire; and upon the death of Henry 
Earl of Kent, his kinſman, the inheritance and honour deſcend» 
ed upon him; yet after that he abated nothing in the conſtan- 
cy of his preaching, but improved that acceſſion of greatneſs, to 
make his goodneſs the more illuſtrious. See Anglorum Specu, 
lum, or the Worthies of England, Printed Anno 1684. 
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Ye ſons of wiſdom | whatſd&er your ſtate, 
Bleſt with rich #ftuence in à golden ftall, 
Or ſcarce ſubſiſting in 4 decent way; 
Whether he claim the full rectorial tithes, 
Or patient ſuffer with a ſingle tent; 
Long as ye pracliſe what your ſermons teach, 
Lighting the vulgar to the realms of day; 
Long as ye dare, by fair example's laws, 
Oppoſe the follies of unthinking men, 
And lead us on by reaſon and by truth, 
More praiſe ye merit than the nine can give! 
There needs nonght mortal to a wreath like yours! 
Yet I, unpoliſh'd in the form of ſchools, : 
Will ſtrive to reverence with a juſt eſteem, 
My muſe reſpecting what my heart approves. . 


The kind companions wont to reach their gate 
Before the ſun had left the weſtern hills; 
And then alighting, -round the'farm they walk'd, 
To ſee fit huſbandry in courſe preferv'd, 
To count the ſtock, and in due time prevent 
Dangers, ariſing from a hind's neglect. 
*Tis wiſely prudent to be {killd in all 
Affairs, relating to the ſtate we ſhare. 
They who omit, or ſcorn to be inform'd, 
. Deſerve misfortunes, which may thence accrue. 


With temp'ral cares they mix'd ſublimer thoughts, 
Thanking lind providence for bounty given; 
And hand in hand, along the verdant paths, 
Kept ſweetly talking till the duſk aroſe. ET 
| - In 
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In fuch ddlights. their 3 3 paſrd, 
Whilſ milder ſummer ſpread her temperate ſkies 7 
Nor was there wanting in the winter months, 

Or when foul weather from abroad confin'd, 
Amuſement, ſuited to deſire like Au 


Oft times they turn d the fucred — i - 
Where the ſoul anchors in her conſcious hope, 
Where nature wakens at the voice of God, 
And bids her beſt immortal part aſpire ! 


Twas chiefly" theſe their deep attention fix d! 
The truths convincing, and ſuperior ſtyle ! el 
Not but that others might in meaſure pleaſe ! *  þ 
Such volumes, as unerring maxims bore, * 
Pure ethics, tending to amend the beart, THT 
And where, with reaſon, genius aims to charm 


Their better ſenſe rejected ev'ry piece, 
That is but fitted for the frifling crew, 
Soothing their follies in romantic ways, 
Or meant to furniſh idle prate for fools. 
They ſhun'd the books that dark diſputes o'er-{well, 
Which cloud bright knowledge from the imple eye, 
And are at dent but ramblings of the brain. 


On all their actions wiſdom' ever ſhone! © 
Their thoughts exalted in celeſtial Views: 
The one; declining in a mortal life, 
Still grew more eager for the glorious change : 
The other, blooming midſt WE youth, 15 
With 


* 
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With emulation mark'd her friendly guide. 

Years kept their courſe, the crowd its changes knew, 
Whilft they, more perfect in fair virtue's laws, 
Fix'd, and preſerv'd the harmony of mind, 


| End of the Second Book. 
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Thou! who riſing in the fiel ime, 
Scorn'ſt the low paſſions that perſuade the 


throng; 
Say, in thy wiſdom, do the few not find _ 
Fair peace more precious than Peruvian ore ! 
Can worldly grandeur add relays of joy? _ , 
l Can aught be wanting where contentment ſmiles ? - 
| * Are they not ble/# whom competence befriends ? 
i! | And whoſe firſt pleaſure is the love of truth? 
| Not forc'd to grovel in ungen'rous ways, 
1 They aſk no help from avaricious fools, 
Nor ſtoop to ſuffer what their reaſon blames; 
But, conſcious in their liberty of ſoul, 
8 Maintain their worth, and act not leſs than men! 


Such happineſs the good Marthaneo knew, 
And greatly wiſe, enjoy'd it as he ought. 
He lov'd mankind, became a friend to all, 
But yet his ſoul was intimate with few. 
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His independence gave him right to chuſe 
Fit company, ſelefed from the crowd. A nn SHY 


His welcome ſmil'd on no deſigning knaves, 
No looſe controvers that alarm the mobz _ . 
No rebels, that forſake their country's cauſe, 
And vex a nation with their private wrongs. 


His heart approv'd no narrow-thoughted ſlave; 
No golden wretch who ſees his kindred ſtarve; _ 
No frozen Levite, that denies his help 
To fellow-creatures in their ſore diſtreſs; 

No brutiſh ſporter, who blaſphemes his God 
In wanton jeſtings at another's woe, | 
Misfortune, which no virtue could prevent. 


He ſcorn'd in ſecret ev'ry trifling boy 

Whom gem gates pleaſure midſt advancing age; 
Nor bore intruſion from the idle fop, 
Who wanting thought, and proper cares at home, 
Rambles to catch the rumours of the day. 


His thoughts were ever on the cloſe reſerve 
With debauchees, that live on waking dreams; 
With ſenſual epicures, that flav'ring on 
From diſh to diſh, place happineſs in taſte ; 
With coxcombs, fribling in their /hallow maze. 
With ſpurners at religion's ſacred law, 

And all the variant family of fools. 


Sophronia too, from him had learn'd to prize 
Such, and ſuch only, whom bright truth could charm. 
She'd no aſlociates of the giddy train, 

I 2 


Whoſe 


. „ee 
* 
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Whoſe tempers alter as the ſhifting wind, 
Whole little hearts for ſuperficials glow. 


She gave no heed to looſe ccaſorious tongues, 
That dare unjuſtly reputation ſtain ; 
That dare divulge the ſecrets of a friend, | 
And /port with rapture where they ſhould Ss . 


She plac'd no confidence in vain coquets, 
Nor in the prudes whom affectation guides; 
Nor bore ſhe viſits from the idle ſort, 8 
That buy, about, with whiſpers and with lies. 


Thy purer foul diſdain'd the inſincere, 
Whoſe proffer'd friendſhip in pretences lies, 


Whoſe ſlight regard a little abſence ends; 


And ſuch, as wilful in miſtaken ways, 
Swerve from their native innocence of heart. 


Lov'd and reſpected by their 9 round, | 
They were examples to reflecting minds. 
Each friend to virtue was a friend to them. | 
Thrice happy they who gain'd the good man's love: 
Thrice happy they who ſhar'd the maid's eſteem! - 


Amongſt the number of revering gueſts 
Eugenio came, whoſe juſt aſpiring wind | 
Aim'd at true grandeur i in his youthful days. 
His parents, dying in their mortal prime, 
Left him an orphan to a ſtranger's'care 
But not dependent on a ſtranger's ſmile ! 


Paterna! 
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Paternal affluence fay'd him from the chain, 
And gave him power to be to others kind! 
His lands and ſeat, for ages left entire 

By frugal anceſtors, unharm'd remain d 
And all contiguous to Marthaneo's lay. fr: 


Three years he ſtudied on the ſhore of Can, 
Collecting ſcience from the pureſt ſtreams, - 
And labour'd much in learning to excel: 
But chief to ſhun that barrenneſs of ſoul, 
Which ſpreads infections mongſt {the wil, Jful fools, 
That barter reaſon for an empty ſhow, 
For trifling noiſe, or ignominious eaſe; 
Dronng thro' life, ne ſaves 1 


He left the college, and awhile aer | 

A relaxation on his native plains. / 1 

Of all the ee e eee 813 

He found none equal to Mart haneo's talk, 

With him, he frequent paſs'd a ſocial hour, 
Diſcourſing much of Providence and time, 

Of mercies ſhewn him on the dang'rous deeßp. 
The good old man, with gratitude recalPd | | 
Former deliv*rance'in the r pri 077 
Heid. felt the conduct of a hand dine 
Had en = nn in * n 85 8 


He told of cuſtoms i. in far diſtant — 
Ot manners, changing thro? a various race 
Of people, and of nations which he'd ſeen. 
The tawny Ethiops, and the darker Moors, 
The wand'ring Arabs, treacherous and baſe, - 
L. AA 1 3 ” 
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The pompous Perſians, and the ſtrange guy Tinh 
Ingenious, an + if g bas 


With all his W Zagenis Rill was add. : 
And as in time their near acquaintance grep, 
He bore him all affeftionate eſteem. 

What tho” unſkilful in the ſpeech'of ſchools, | 
The youth diſcern'd a dignity of ſoul, $3511 
A native eloquence, ſuperior um Wy FI 
To what the doctors in their methods teach. 
Marthaned's language warm' d him to the bare. TAL 


Sometimes Sophrenia tought * work, and 4. 
Mildly attentive to the free diſcourſm·e.. 
Her graceful form, Eugenio firit obſerv'd. 
The rubies, bluſhing on her tender lis: — 977 
The ſofter roſes, on her cheeks diſplay'd, f 
The luſtre, ſparkling 1 in her modeſt eyes, Us 10 
Her auburn locks, in decent order ales: | uno oF! 
Her comely features, in exactneſs — d d 
Her ſhape,” her gait, and unaffected air. 
At once beheld; his admiration mow d. wc 
But ——— — 6, 3 5111 
No more than riſeth from the mortal ſenſe 
What ev'ry cx might ſee, what ey enen 
own! i$ Ibn Din 
But when acquainted with her — mind, 
With all the virtues that were treaſur'd' hike; | 
Each outward beauty leflen'd'in his — 0 
A nobler * mg al * ſoul —— ef 


As when b at early — we nn 2 
And 
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And walk reflecting on ſome mountain's brow z _ 
The morn, redawning from the eaſtern clouds, 
With gentle radiance firſt attracts our fight; ' _ 
We praiſe her beauties as they ſoft'ning glow! 
But when the ſun with fuller luſtre ſhines,  -. 
Beaming efficient o'er the duſky lands, 

A purer tranſport lives thro? every vein, 

We feel his vertue, and We own his our 2. 


- Eugenie's paſſion by degrees refin'd: Far 
His admiration roſe to calm regard, 9 
Regard, eſteem; and that eſteem to love. 

The ſhorteſt abſence from the lovely maid, 5 
Seem'd tedious pain, expectanęy ſevere; © 
In converſation, all delight was her! ee pg $i 

Tell me, ye ſtoics, in your virtue brave 

Ye moral heroes, who yourſelves ſubdue! © 

Tell me from whence the pleafing weakneſs ſprings! 
From whence the temper to indulge the flame! 
Why ſtaggers reaſon in our juv'nile days ; 
The ſeaſon nnen firm ſupportꝰ : 
Or rather, tell me, is't a crime to loye, , 
To love an object whom the heart approves, 
For excellencies which deſerve your praiſe ? | 
Sure virtuous love, even Plats's elf might own ! ID 
The feeling youth, in confcdcns honour bold, 

Let not concealment linger at his heart, 

But ſpoke his wiſhes to the charming far. 

Kind nature prompted in the ſoft addreſs, 

With all the moving eloquence of love. 
| I 4 No 


— 2 — 


No arts be pracisd t to obtain return, Le 
No coxcomb. pertneſs, nor unmeaning andes: 

He ſought no aid from ſuperficial dreſs, & 14.37 
From airy , or the maſk of fools. | 


He thought Sephranis | in on wiſe, 
Of ſoul ſuperior to the vulgar throng. 
Had ſhe been fond of flattery's venal praiſe, . . 
Like dupes of folly, catching at the ſhade ; 
He then had ſtoop'd, and ſwell'd the paſſive tongue 
With lies and nonſenſe, witch, the vain s. 701 


With canis diffidence khe heard his vow "WW 
Nor thought it prudent to indulge. too ſoon ; ©; +, 
Not but ſhe 41/&'d to find the lover true, 
For him alone her fecret heart approv'd. 

She knew not. what, yet ſometbing.:pleaded. _= 
But ſhe had read, and heard how. falſe are Me SY 


Ys 


| That e'en the wiſeſt have in love Pn 


Forſaking conſcience in the mutual vo w,; if 
As if the Gop, that ev'ry breaft ſurveys, - - t v 
Made no detein in the ed hour 10 * 


Months paſß d aw AWAY. 2 was the fame, . iP 
The ſame kind youth, affectionately true Merge] 
By which conying d, ſhe now no longer doubts; 
But ere to him ſhe own'd the wiſh' d en | 


She aſk d advice rie duty always led-. 


LW $5 
il 


Mart haneo, when he heard the tender news, 5 f 
At firſt was ſilent in a thoughtful pauſe. hg 
Not only then a father's caution role, | 

But 


* 
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But all the feelings of a mental friend. 

True judge of nature, and the human peace, 
He made her happineſs his chief concern; p 
And after due deliberation paſs'd, 

He ſpoke his ſentiments in words like theſe, - 


Was nuptial happinefs by wealth ſecur d., 

Or beſt promoted by the world's eſteem, 
I then, my child, would counſel to purſue, 
And bid thee honour what the worldlings chuſe! 
But ſince the bliſs from harmony proceeds 
From tempers equal in a juſt reſtraint, 
To worth ſuperior, let reſpe& be ſhewn ! 
For ſuch the diſpoſition of thy mind. 
He muſt be virtuous who can make thee bleſt. 
Examine nearly ere thou fix thy choice. 
An honeſt man, tho* poverty his ſtate, | 
Tho! left unheeded by the thoughtleſs rich, 
| If to his worth he common prudence j Join, 

Shall ſure thy father's approbation gain. 
I have ſufficient to maintain ye both 
With independence how ſuperfluous more! 
Eugenio's fortune is ſuperior far, 
And what entitles him to larger dower; 
But be not this the motive of thy love. 
If on experience thou haſt found him true, 
A friend to virtue, as he ſeems to be, 
Then, and then only, let thy heart approve. 
And know, Sophronia, ſuch is my regard, 
My gratitude, for all thy duteous care, 
That nought from me ſhall-ever croſs thy hope! 
Let truth but guide, and thy conſent is mine. 

His 
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His kind expreſſions 'mov'd the thankful maid, 
With fond careſs his aged hand ſhe arte 
Whilit falling tears beſpoke her ſoft concern: 

At once her duty and affection roſe. ks 


When next Eugenio tal#d the tender theme, 
She met his wiſhes with a leſs reſerve; 
Nor doubted then his innocence of heart, 

But frankly own'd the warm returns of RP 1 
Her 8 him always ue! AL 


The god of Bynow next they both imvole'd,; Den 
Calling him witneſs to their ſacred vows, * 
Repeated fervent: by his truth, they ſwore | 4110 
A perfect union, death alone ſhould break. 

Each glow'd with tranſport, litile minds ne er ado 
True —— 3 from the warmth of love. 


From that bleſs'd bedenkt all farimiſes ceas'd; 
No foul miſtruſt, no jealouſy 'aroſe; - Wo 
No anxious dreadings of a rival's power; 
Each breaſt was conſcious in defign ſincere, + 
They lov'd, ney art; _ nme fame, 


How ſweet the ga on whe it meets return 
Thoſe hearts how bleſt that can ſincerely love, . 
Whoſe conſtancy no intereſts can change; 

How pure, how laſting, how fublime their] you" g 


The contract alike; not many weeks claps's, Ut 
Till fad affliction damp'd — 8 * 
| Her 
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Her day of life, till then ſerenely fair, 

Had ſcarce been ſully'd by one riſing cloud; 

But ſorrow. now in darkeſt ſhade 8 | 
With melee ſad'ning every thought: ö 
Sweet innocence! it was too much to bear 5 


Nine times gay ſummer, with returning verd, 
The walks of Hunwick, and the peaceful groves 
Of Helmedon bedeck'd. Nine times the flow'rs 
Yielded ambroſial to autumnal gales. 

As oft the winter all their ſweets deſtroy'd, 
Since firſt Marthaneo ſettled on the clime. 
When now advancing in his eightieth year, 
Diſſolving death the fatal ſummons gave. 

A while he ſtruggled with the mortal cauſe, 
Nor bore confinement, but repulſe was vain, 
His nature weaken'd in its laſt decay, 

| And fainting fickneſs fore d him to-refign. 


Sweet peace attended, nor forſook him then; 
She ſmooth'd his pillow in the awful cloſe ! 
Worldly affairs he'd even'd long before. 

No thorny meaſures diſcompos'd his thoughts, 
But bleſt, and conſcious in a life well ſpent, 
Hope wing'd triumphant mid celeſtial views. 


Five days he languiſh'd in a ling'ring ſtate; 
And on the ſixth, when SoPs diffufive ray 
With fainter luſtre from high noon remov'd ; - 
He call'd Sophronia, and with tender looks 
That ſhew'd affection, thus indulgent ſpoke. 


My 
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My hour is come—the vital ſyſtem yields, 
And now, my child, we part, to meet no more 
On mortal earth—in purer climes we ſhall !— 
Thy mother's image brightens to my view; 
Some angel whiſpers, © I ſhall join her ſoon,” “ 
Weep not, Sophronia, Im ſupremely bleſt. 
I have been happy thro” a length of years, 
And now with comfort meet a timely grave. 
O let my ſoul, with grateful praiſe, recall 
What gifts on me kind Providence beſtow'd ! | 
I felt his goodneſs on the dangerous main ; 
I felt his goodneſs in rewarded toil ; 
I felt his goodneſs in thy mother's love; BG bo 
And in his mercy when he ſent me thee: - I 
I felt his goodneſs in the calm retreeee e. 
In chearful health, and harmony of 'mind! 
Why fall thoſe tears? what the I leaye thee now, 
The ſame kind Providence will guard thee ſtill! 
Thou haſt enough of what the world can give, 
Continue virtuous, and thy peace is ſure! 1 82 
Thy lov'd Eugenio may protect thee too? 
Your gen'rous paſſion is ſo nobly ſprung; 
Ye muſt be happy, let but prudence on” 
I can no more—ſweet innocence, fare wel! 4 


He fainted here, —His eyes for ever cod; 
Vet in a feeble, interrupted voice, _ 
He ſaid, · O let me praiſe my Gop”—then died; 5 
His ſoul un we b with the ſetting day. 


All night Sopbronia, with inceſſant tears, 


And 
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And plaintive cries, that pierc'd the coldeſt heart, 
Lamented reſtleſs. *Twas in vain to urge, 

In vain atteadants interpos'd their love. 
Returning day-light but encreas'd her woe: 


Wrapt in its ſhroud the aged body lay, 
By that ſhe ſtay'd, nor would admit relief: 
F'er-while ſhe gaz'd upon the well-known face, 
Now cold, and alt'ring in the dreary change. 
E'er-while with kiſſes preſs'd thoſe ſilent lips, 
That once had charm'd her with inſtructive lore : 
E'er- while in grateful memory revives 
The kind endearments of a father's love; 
That perfect friendſhip, ſhe had always found; 


That tenderneſs, which words could neꝰ er expreſs ! 


More painful impulſe from ſuch thoughts aroſe ; 


Her loſs ſeem'd greater in ideal view : 

More deep confliction o'er her patience ſtrove, 
Loſt mid the keen extravagance of grief. 
Attending neighbours ſimpathiſing ſtood. 
Each eye, that ſaw the lamentable ſcene, 
Each ear, that heard the melancholy moan, 
Was much affected! Not a breaſt but felt; 
All, all was pity whulſt the fair one wept. 


Night came again, but brought no reſt to her, 
With frequent ſighs the darkling hours ſhe paſs'd, 


Indulging ev'ry melancholy thought, 
And deeply mourning with complaint ſevere. 


Forgive, ye ſage, ſhe was by nature ſoft, 


Her 
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Her temper yielding to each fad impreſſion; ; 


And then, a loſs fo vious ifitely hard, 
So nearly true, ſhe ne'er before had an! | 


As good Marthaneo had himſelf ordain'd, 
_ His laſt remains were privately interr'd ; 
Four humble tenants bearing to the grave. 
They ſet no marble to record his name. 
The grafly turf, beſt emblem of the man ! 
All who were preſent filently approv'd, 
Wiſhing like him to live, like him to die! 
With Honeſt grief each left the hallow'd . 
In peace nee to their rural homes. { 


Week followed wack; whilſt yet Sophronia mourn'd; 
Refuſing ev'ry comfortable means. 
Neglected now, her houſhold buſineſs lay, 
Nor had ſhe reliſh for the world's affairs. 


The feather'd tribes, that ev'ry morning throng'd, 
Expecting ſtill the bounty of her hand, | 
Were diſappointed now. She paſs'd the yard, 

Her ears regardleſs of their wanting cries: - 
They follow'd eager, but their ſpeed was vain. 
And when ſhe penſive walk'd the open fields, 
The flocks and kine, that us'd to meet her ſmile, 
And gentle ſtroak, an alteration found; 
They ſeem'd to wonder at ſo cold a change! 
While he retreated to ſome dernſome place, 
Or ſigh'd her ſorrows to the heedleſs winds, 
Eugenio too, with unavailing ſkill, 
Addrels'd her then, for even He was pain ! 

As 
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At laſt, as turning o'er the hallow'd page, 
Where He of Tarſus, with inſpired tongue, 
Bids the bleſt Chriſtian triumph o'er the grave, 
Inſtant ſhe felt a conſolation daun, 
Her ſorrow ceas'd, and every thought was calm. 


Thrice prudent they, who frequently withdraw 
To ſearch the ſcriptures with a mind diſpos'd ; 
Who ſearch to read, and read to underſtand . 
There, ſuch ſhall find, in every turn of life, 
A. ſure ſupport; in every proſp'rous gale, 
Humility ! in every tempeſt, peace! 


End of the Third Book, 


B O OK IV. 


S when a Limner, in his ſummer thought, 
Walks out, attentive on an evening ſky, 

Charm'd with the beauties of a blue-/erene, 

If, whilſt he glows, the ſullen duſk comes on, 

Veiling thoſe beauties from his eager ſight, 

His rapture ceaſes, and he mourns the change! 

So when the wie in moral life, behold 

Some youth, all lovely in fair virtue's light, 

Riſing in truth immaculately pure! 

They joy, delighted with the glorious view. 

But if anon the darker ſhades of vice 
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— him, wilful in the night of fools, 

ey check their tranſport, and commend no more! a 
1 looſe apoſtate leſſens in their mind; 11 
Claiming at once their pity and their ſcorn.” 
Better mern than a fall fo low ! . | 


Eugenio now with fond entreaty mov d 
To have completion in the nuptial tie: 
Sophroma, mindful of the friend ſhe'd loſt, 
His eager with reſtrain'd : Six months ſhe choſe, 
To pay due honours to her father's name; 
Not that ſhe thought the ſuperficial weeds _ 
Could add perfection to an honeſt fame, 
Or that her garb, tho' mournfully diſpos'd, 
Could cer expreſs the feglings of her heart! 
But cuſtom bade, and reaſon did not 5, PRIME. 


The youth, perceiving twas in vain to urge. 
Wav'd his impatience; and reſolv'd CT 
To try the curious in his native ile; 
Searching each county to improve his mind. 


With this intent, he bade the nymph farewel ; 
| Aga declaring nought ſhould change his love ! yh 
In ev'ry place his heart ſhould be the lame, 
Glowing for her, unalterably true ! ; 
The time prefix*d, he'd punctually obſerve, 
And haſte with rapture in his wiſh'd return, 


She tod, alternate in repeated vows, | 
Spoke freſh aſſurance of unchanging love. 
She had tonſented, and would never AYE] ; 9 

; + | er 
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Her ſoul diſdaining thoſe deceitful art 
Which jilts will practice when their follies blind, 
Daring to think foul perjury no crime; 

That /tain eterne, which no remorſe can clear! 


With care, Eugenio had before ſurvey'd 

The works advancing on the ſhores of Tyne. 

He had deſcended down the deepen'd ſhaft, _ 
The min'ral fuel tracing in its veins. 

He mark'd the miners at their dreadful trade, 
Labouring far diſtant from the light of day, , 
Their eye directed by the weet's pale beam. | 
Some, laid on earth, the pond'rous pick- axe wield, 
Some, on their knees, the narrow drift purſue ; 
And all ſurrounded by the dreary gloom, 

Each hour in danger of repentine death, 

From ſuffocating damps, from air compreſs'd, 

From blaſts ſulphurious, and the mortal . 

Of maſſy pieces, burſting from their poize ! 

And yet their boſoms feel no previous fear! 

A certain chearfulneſs inhabits there, 

Which ſtill ſupports, encreaſing with their years : 

No perils ſhock, no hardſhips can deſtroy! 


Three times he viſited the mould'rin g pile, 
At ancient Girway z muſing by the Chair, 
In which (if rumour certain record give) 
The Venerable Bede had ſat and thought. 
He was a man, true image of his Lord! , 
Shiping a light inſtructive to the world ! 
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Ye mighty Caſars, who your conqueſts boaſt, 
What are ye all, compar'd to one good man? 
The moral eye beholds ye but as ſtars, 


 Dininiſh'd in the ſun's more glorious beam! 


When there, Eugenio felt ſublime delight, 
Wrapt in'a pleaſing contemplative mood; 
Tracing the virtues of the err Joges 25 


This ſeems We to the narrow mins: 
Whoſe ruling flame ſome little object moves. 


*Tis ſuperſtition to the thoughtleſs gay 


To talk of joy confin'd'to ſeat or place! 

But theſe ſhall find their quaint deriſion vain. 
For they whoſe ſouls in early youth have ſoar d 
Beyond the limits of their mortal cage, 


Exulting in true majeſty of thought; 


Will always find reflection {till improv'd, 
When on the ſpot where virtuous men have ivd, 
Or where interr'd their ſacred aſhes lie 


The place, once known, for ever claims l 


The native bard muſt feel his muſe inſpir'd, 


When timely ſerious o'er a Shakeſpeare's grave! 


The learned own a more expreſſive warmth, 


When rightly ſtudious where a M:/ton taught! 


He paſs'd not-Durham with regardleſs eyes, 
But ſearch'd the temple piety has rais d! 
There minding not the fopperies of Rome, 


The tawdry veſtments, which are till retain'd, 


And ſtill permitted in the rites divine! 
More eager he to note the peaceful tombs 


Of 
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Of celebrated men, for goodneſs fam'd ; 
Whoſe true religion i in their lives was ſhewn. 


He croſs'd the Ter, and various ; places FO 
In Yor#'s wide province. With obſerving care, 
He mark'd the excellence of human art, 
Nicely improving in the forge and loom. 


A while he reſted on the bounds of Oe, 
Where the fam'd city ſhows its ſtately dome: 
And there, his active memory recall 
Recorded facts; ſieges and battles fought; F 
The feats of heroes i in inteſtine wars. 1 


He prais d the — wall of avenging arms, 
Whoſe noble actions ſet th oppreſſed free; 
But deem'd it cruel to delight in blood. 


Better the nen.. 


His curious fancy led him next to ſtay, 
Where portly Nottingham o'erlooks the meads, 
That deck the borders of meand'ring Trent. 
Here, uſetul knowledge in his mind enlarg'd ; _ 
Learnt from the painful induſtry of trade. 


From thence to Newar#'s ample place he came, 
And drew the caſtle (ſtately in its fall). 
Where guilty John with fad attrition 9G 

1 


King of England. Ie appears in hiſtory, G00 he uſurped 
the throne from his elder brother Arthur, whom he defeated, 
and made die in priſon. He was condemned of an attaint, and 
convicted of parricide and felony. He died at Newark, Oct. 


19, 1216, 
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Pity, ſuch monſters ſhould be rank'd with kings 
Pity, ambition ſhould provoke to riſe 
By ſteps ſo horrid! ſuch unhuman ways! 
By parricide! accurs'd, deteſted crime. 
Ill fated people, whom ſuch tyrants fway ! 


Happy we Britons in this modern age; 
Rul'd, and protected by the beſt of kings, 
Wiſe, great and juſt! The patron of our laws! 
Guardian of commerce, and our liberty ! 

O Pope, triumphant in ſurviving lays, _ | 
Whoſe true-ſublime my daily rapture moves, - 
Hadſt thou, when riſing on thy wing of fire, 
Paid the due honours to Great George's name, 
I more had prais'd, and muſt have loy'd thee more ! 


The ſhire of Lincoln, thro! its various parts, 
Eugenio travers'd ; and in every town 
Noted particulars with improving heed. | 
But chiefly Stamford, where the Welland flows; 
Where once ſound-learning had her fix d abode, 
Here he beheld, pre-eminently ſhone, * 
The mighty Palace, f ſeat of worthy men. 
Fitly diſpos'd, he viſited the tomb 
Of Cecil, glorious in Eliza's day! 
His ſoul with rapture meditating o'er 
The virtues of that memorable man. 
In him ſhe trac'd the miniſter ſincere; 
True to his country, to his ſov'reign true. 
f In public wiſdom venerably great! 
In bounteous charities ſuprenggly good ES $45 
In acts of law diſtinguiſhably juſt ! He 
* Burleigh. 
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He liv'd and died with reputation ſound, 
Deſerving ev'ry honour which he gain d. 


Pleaſing reflection, when convinc'd we find 
True merit riſing in the world's eſteem! 
Her bright poſſeſſors meeting fit reward, 

From kingly favour, or their country's love! 
But when ſtate-honours are on wealth beſtow'd, 
Or thrown to ſycophants that baſely cringe, 

Or meant to deck the ſelf-deſigning tools, 

To ſerve ſome purpoſe in a venal way, 

Who can but bluſh to read the titles o'er ! 

An empty gingle of long- ſounding names, 


Importing 1 except e diſguis d! 


F In Hatfield next he counts the annals oer; \ 
Tracing the ancient trophies of the place ; * 
But chief the period when young Edward * bloom' d, 
Whom nature uſher'd with Cæſgarian- birth. | 
O had the granted equal length of days, 

His ſuff ring country had perhaps ne er known 
The horrid eruelties of a bigot's reign; 

A Ridley, and a Cranmer had not bled ! 


Eliza's ſelf from hence was call'd to reign, 
The firſt, the light, the pheniy of her age! 
Her wiſdom beaming thro” ſucceeding times; 
Her name yet ſacred, and her acts rever'd ! 


Here the fond lover hail'd his abſent fair, 
In lines W of a conſtant flame; | 

K 3 His 

* Edward VI, King of England. » 
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His letter breathing tenderneſs and love. 

In words adapted to the pleaſing theme, 

He ſigh'd his wiſhes for th' appointed day. 
Wrote much of friendſhip in the nuptial tie, 

And told how doubtful happineſs delay'd, | 
How . abſence to che heart that loves! 1d 4 


Anat in London, has Canes — | 
His meditative powers: There he beheld | 
A world in action! Nature's ſelf combin'd ! . | 
The living manners, and the views. of men, 
Various impelling! There the warlike brave, , 
The poor, the wealthy, and the thoughtleſs gay. 
The meek, the haughty, negligent and vain, 10 
The uſeleſs idle, and induſtrious trains, 
He ſaw aſpiring in their own ſublime/, 
25 ſeeking happineſs thro? different modes! 


But moſt he honour'd where the Ge —_ 
With fenſe and reaſon, in the yirtuous mind. 
Immortal Milton, juſt at life's decline, | 1 
He viſited with joy; not mourning then 
His mortal ſight, in dim ſuffuſion vai de 
But marv'ling at his intellectual ray 
His noble thought! his majeſty of ſoul ! 


Shame on the faulty pre} judice of ſects, 
The dream of blockheads, and the farce of fools, 
That left ſuch merit in oppreſs'd eſtate! 

Left it to ſtruggle on the verge of want 
That peerleſs bard more laſting trophies brought, 
More perfect glories to his country's fame, 


Than 
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Than all the numbers that were then endow'd . M7 
By partial bounty, or their monarch's * Sn 


The learn'd . with reſpe&t he aw. 55 
Harmonious Dryden, and the humorbus- hard T 
That liv'd neglected by the friends he; (ap = 4g 
Tuning | in vain his ee lay. Ks = 

Some critics 9 veneration gain 3 WS 
Such as were equal to the noble charge 
Whoſe own examples gave them right to judge; 3. 
Bearing Longinus in the candid view. 

Not fuch, as formal in dogmatic rules 
Feel not the pleaſing, bright, inſpiring ame, 

The pure invention of a poet's mind; 

Blindly candemning what they ought to prize! 
Nor ſuch, who, proud and arrogantly van, 
Or praiſe, or cenſure, ere they underſtand! |: 

And, caſting probability aide, 

Stile ew'ry piece, all virtues, or all faults! | 
Theſe were his ſcorn! nor could his patience bear 
The man of proſe, Who, idling from his mere, 
Pretends to point the raptur d muſe her way! 


Whilſt thus employ d, his active tho ought enlarg d, 
Nobly improving: happy had he 2 
His reſolution; but, alas, it chang'd ! 
A groſs deception. by degrees prevaiPd, 
And ſunk him with the ſuperficial-kind. | 


He came acquainted with the beaſtial tribe, 


The Zimries and the Bendoes of the town ; 
Rr 4- * With 


A brutiſh filence gave the painful proof, 
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With theſe he haunted, and approv'd their crimes. | 


Too ſoon they taught him to give folly praiſe; 


To laugh at virtue, and her friends contemn: 
Too ſoen they taught him to miſtake for wit, 
Their common-place, their ribaldry obſcene ; 
Their meanleſs jeſts, and empty repartee. | 
He could excuſe their blaſphemous diſcourſe, -- 
Their rapes, their murthers, and adult'rous deeds ; 
Each frolic and each riotous debauch. 

Theſe, to his fancy, ſeem'd 100 flight to blame; 
*'T'was all politeneſs * 5 refin'd : 


Fall'n from his prudence, "A his Ned guru: a 

He'd now no reliſh to purſue the tour ; Eu 7 

His thirſt for knowledge with his virtue fled, 

5 chang d in manners, and he chang'd in love; 
rgot Sephronia, whom he once ador d! | 

— her, and on meaner objects fix d: 

Lur'd with the tranſient tincture of a ſkin, 

Aﬀected airs, and * diſguis'd, 


The day orefix'd to crown their nuptial tie, 
For which he had with ſuch impatience long'd, - 
Thinking the ſeaſon tardy in its round, 
When now arriv'd, was Pals d ibeeted by! 1 


Sophronia wrote, but all ſhe wrote was vain; 
. 
His heart was ſtray'd from innocence and her. 
Ye lovely fair, whom conſtancy adorns, 
Who, wile in life, your native truth maintain, 
© whe And 


And ſcorn to trifle when the yow is * 
Leaving falſe arts to Panſa & and her kind! 

Say, with what language ſhall the muſe expoſe? 
In what juſt ſatyr laſh x i perjur'd man? 5 
What cenſure equals violated faith? 

Let folly-ſcothers, in their oily phraſe, 


Gloſs ſuch miſconduct a their lame excuſe, % | 


Calling it weakneſs! faſhionable life! 

When truth, alarms them in convincing hour, 

They'll find ſuch actions guilty as their own, 

Alke deſerving infamous reproach. 
Abandon'd now in pleaſure's wild purſuit, 

No more oeconomy his fortune rul'd, 


But mad extravagance profuſely thrown. - « FOG 


This to ſupport, he took the modern way, 

Firſt ſold his trees, that had for ages grown 

The friendly ſhelter of his fruitful fields, 
Deſign'dly planted, and with care-improv'd. 


Oft had his fathers, in their thinking mood, 


Diſcours'd with nature *neath the verdant ſhades, 


Pleas'd with her beauties in each ſylvan ſcene; | 
This their delight, and in their notion ſeem'd 
No ornaments ſo uſeful to the mind. 


Had one been being to have ſeen the change, 
His fav'rite woods and riſing groves deſtroy'd, 


How would the prudent from his heart have griev'd! 
And ſtill more deeply, had his age beheld 

Th' immoral falling of his ſpendthrift heir 

Ye 


_ * Aluding to that character in the poem of Oro and Tye, 


7 
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Ye wiſer raxents, who your power aſſert 


With reaſon, and with juſtice, not ſevere ; 


Faultly indulgent, nor too apt to praiſe ; 

Hard is your ſuff ring, if untoward ſons 
Spite of your precepts, wander from the truth | _ 
But ye, who with auſterity command, 
Who blindly partial in neglect or love, : 
Or baſely yielding to controlling vogue, 
Teach them betimes the fopperies of life; 
No matter, tho? your diſobedient ſons 
Turn profligate, and vex ye to the foul ! 
Sinking your age with ſorrow to the grave! 
Take what ye feel, unpitied by the muſe,” 
She ſees, and cenſures in yourſelves, the cauſe! 


Sa 4 + 


None now to — for Eugenio 8 turn, 
But chaſte Sophronia: Ahe as ſhe was, 
She pitied and forgave | What could ſhe. lot. | 
His advocate was love ! That gentle pleader, *s 
Always at her heart, perſuaded ſtill} _ 
And then ſhe knew, that, from his earlieſt years,. 7 
The youth had panted for a nob'ler flame; 
Was friend to virtue when ſhe d her love. | 
This thought ſoft flatter'd, that the time would come, 
When, having ſeen the baſeneſs of his change, 
* would reflect, and be e. 


But yet, ending in the vicious counſe,... 
He ſquander'd on, regardleſs of his vow. 


He herded with the debauchees of rank, 
Falſely enobled ! yet then twas honour, 
*T was 


The, FAITHFUL FAIR. 155 


*Twas high ambition to obtain their ſmile ! 
Whilſt money laſted in the baſe expence, 
He ſtill was welcome thro' their mad career; 
Eſteem'd an equal in nocturnal routs, 


Soon for ſupplies he ſign'd the mortgage N 
Pawning his lands; for better purpoſe bought! 
The greedy Shylocks, eager for their prey, -- * 
Unlock'd their coffers, and advanc'd with Joy 3 - 
Salving the fooliſh vanities of youth. ' 
So charming uſury to narrow minds ! 


Again in want ; he tock the laſt reſource, 
He fold his all; nor houſe nor acre left: 
And when his thouſands were at length diſburs'd, 
He bluſh'd not then to let the ſtranger in; 
Contracting debts without a ſcheme to pay. 


O foul diſhonour of expenſive men! 
That cheats th* induſtriqus-in their honeſt call, 
Too oft the cauſe of bankruptcy and ruin! 
When will the law expel it from our iſle ? 
Perhaps ſome trader, in a loathfome cell, 
Now pines lis life, unpitied by the world ! 
His blameleſs progeny to want reduc'd ! 
Whilſ this, that brought the painful mis'ry on, 
Is ſtill excus'd, ſtill ſufferd to eſcape 
The juſt detection of the public eye l 2 


* Theſe lines gave birth to a pamphlet, written on a the Ex- 
ceſs and Abuſe of Credit, under the title of Genio and Philon; 


or, New Topic of Converſation. Publiſhed in the year 1764- 
End of the Fourth Book, 


BOOK 
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Worthy Se! in thy truth el | 
Teach me, like thee, to ſound the praiſe ſublime, 

To riſe with rapture where true merit calls! 
How bright to thought good W— aſcends, 
Whom late the muſe in other ftrains addreſs'd, 
Not nnavailing ! gladly would ſhe bring 
Unfading honours to that fav'rite name, 
So much ſhe loves het conſtancy of heart ! 
The chaſte Sphronia, like herſelf diſpos d, 
With flaine as noble, and intent as pure, 1 
Now claimg her heed: . Let flutt'ring Panſa go, 
Leave her, enchanted i in her golden dreams, 
Or vainly buzzing with the k flies of mode. 


Soon ſpread: the nęws of loſt Eugenio's ate; 
As ſoon. new loyers to Sophronia- came, 
Warmly addrefling, with a hope to gain. 
One bolder youth, whom health and fortune bleſs'd, 
Moſtly preſum'd; his high ambitious mind 
Succeſs afſuring, but his pride was vain. 
Another, {kill d in ev'ry lib'ral art, 

Sublimely mounting where fair ſcience guides, 
Declar'd his paſſion in becoming ſtyle; 
But all his language unprevailing low'd. 

A third, whom nature had profuſely deck'd_ 


With charms of perſon, that attractive ſhone; 
Proportionꝰd features, and deportment juſt, 
And which*were heighten'd by ſuperior gifts, 
Sincerity, and * of mind, =» 


He 


He ſtrove to win her, but ſucceſsleſs ſtrove. 

A fourth, deſcended from a nobler line, W 
Whoſe character was blameleſs in the world, ; 
His worth diſtinguiſh'd, and his ſenſe refin'd, 
Supremely virtuous midſt a vicious reign ; - 

Soon as he knew the merit of the maid, 

He honour'd much, and what he honour'd, lov'd. 
No eloquence was wanting to perſuade, 

But all his offers were with thanks refus'd. 

The conſtant fair-one, with politeneſs, own'd 

Her heart engag d, and in a mutual tie 


O faith tranſcendent! O divine reſolve ! 
How truly glorious in the ſtedfaſt mind! 
Preſerving honour thro? each trying ſcene ! 
By thee the ſoul her dignity maintains, 
Alike in paſſions, and her facred aim, 

_ A-like in action, and celeſtial thought. 


Long hop'd the virgin for the youth's reform, 

Till diſappointment funk her to deſpair. 

Then oft ſhe wander'd to Mart haneo's grave 

(Where now the daiſies ſhed: their ſoft perfumes, 

And grafly verdure deck'd the peaceful ſoil,) 

There, yielding to a melancholy mood, 

She fat complainin g, and her words were theſe. 
O father, happy in immortal ſtate ! b 

If aught thou know'ſt of wretched beings here, 

Befriend thy daughter, loft in mortal woe. 

Oh might I wiſh, that wiſh ſhould be to die! 


To fleep forgotten in the ſilent tomb, we 
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Where love torments not where no faithleſs men, 
With falſe profeſſions, innocence deceive. 
Hadſt thou not taught me, *trs a crime to fall 
In aught from virtue, or the lore of truth; 

I might have chang'd, and left the thoughtleſs man; 
Been happier now with more deſerving love! 
Why are we true if conſtancy muſt pain? 

O death! beſt ſoother of dejecting grief! 

Take me, O take me to thy cold embrace; 
More pleaſing now than falſe Eugenio 8 . 


At early morn, in penſive thought, ſhe fray d 
Thro' gloomy woods, and ſolitary thades 
The warblers, vocal in harmonious lays, - 

That wont to pleaſure, were unheeded now: 

The riſing ſun, that gratitude inſpir'd, 

When peace was regent in her equal mind, | 
Seem'd painful now !—His brighteſt ſplendor vain ! 
All nature alter'd ! ev'ry ſcene was chang'd ! 


Oft on the margin of a limpid | brook, 
That flow'd ſerenely by the neighbouring meads, 
She ſtood dejected at the hour of non, 
Nor minded then the beauties of the place; 
But in the anguiſh of deſpairing love, 
She 2 lamented to the paſſing flood. 


0 brook, obedient to great nature's laws, 
Conſtant meand'ring in a certain courſe, 
How happy, would mankind as juſt purſue, 
When reafon dictates, and fair virtue calls; 
How happy, had Eugenio (like thy ſtream) Jy 


The FAITHFUL FAIR. 


159 


Sill kert the bounds by native truth pretend: 


But he is chang'd, from virtue and from love! 
His heart is falſe, inconſtant as the winds ! 
Why did I truſt his ſoft perſuaſive tongue? 
Where was my reaſon when I caught the flame? 


Where was my prudence when I fix d reſolve ? © 


Alas, I thought him faithful as the dove! 
Thou gentle brook, if e'er thy waters reach 
The cryſtal Thames, O let each riſing wave 
Bear my fad ſighings to the faithleſs ſwain. 
Tell him I grieve, forſaken by his love ; 
His perjury, his fall from goodneſs pains! 
But tell him too that I reſign his heart, 
Leave him to wander in his errors loſt ; 
Yet for his ſake will other lovers ſhun ; 
No falſe pretender ſhall again deceive ; 

A ſingle life ſhall be Sophronia's care, 
Alone ſhe'll ſorrow for her adverſe fate, 
Till comfort meet her in a friendly grave. 


Each night was paſs'd in grief's corroding pain, 


Not deeper known when good Marthaneo died! 
Awake, or ſleeping, ſtill the thought aroſe ; 
Fancy was active in imperfect dreams, 

And fix'd a ſadneſs, which' no day could chear. 


O love! O friendſhip! juſt, ſincere regard! 4 


Why bring ye anguiſh to the virtuous mind, 
That but receives ye for another's good, 

That ſpreads your bleſſings with a ſocial view? 
Why muſt that mind a keen remorſe endure, 


. 
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And native reaſon re-aflumes her throne, 
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If chance has led it wrongfully to give, 


I fav'rites prove unworthy of the boon e 


Ere long, Eugenio led uneaſy I 
His peace, his credit, and his fortune gone. 
Painful repentance, darting all her ſtings, | 
Torments his ſoul:—again reflection dawn'd, 
And pointed out the folly of his ways: 
Again bright wiſdom call'd him to himſelf, 
There fix'd his thought, and made the wiſh'd reform, 


When choice had led him * the vicious crowd, 


With reſolution to be fool no more; "oy 
Amidſt the ſtillneſs of a midnight hour, 


A ſelf-conviction labour'd in his mind., 
And thus, in warm foliloquy he chr 


There was a time (oh would that time return) 
When all was eaſy in my guiltleſs breaſt; 
Virtue I lov'd, and all her dictates pris d. 


Soon as I drove the angel-gueſt away, 


How was I loſt 5 how wilfully deceiv'd ! 


Infatuated with the worſt of fools! 


Even yet, at nights, when inclination leads 


To ſhare the converſe of my jovial tribe; 
When the red bumpers ſparkle o'er the board, 


| And mirtli reyerb'rates in her frantic round, 


I'm then at eaſe! No recollection dawns! 
No thoughts illepid wake the drouſy ſoul! 


Strangely bewilder'd in her dreams of joy! 


But when, at morn, foul vapours leave the brain, 


My 
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My hell returns, and Lam curs'd within. 

Oh my Sephronia, I have wrong d thee much! : 

There points the ſting that wounds me to the ſoul! 

My heart, unworthy of thy meaneſt care, | 

How baſely has it paid thee for thy love 

Now brand me truth, fit object of thy ſcorn ! 

How wretched now, my truth and fortune gone 

More miſerable than the ncedieſt wretch, | 

That, curs'd with want, a ſcanty ſcrap implores, 

Or crawls rejected from the proud man's door. 

Bleſt is the beggar if his heart be good ! 

Unhappy I, tho? fortune ſhould return, 

Though Wiang take me to her light again, 

Refine my thoughts, and make them juſtly ſoar ! 

Thoſe thoughts would ſtab, and even wiſdom pain 

O guilt! thou blackeſt enemy of man, 

How doſt thou injure his immortal ſoul 

How doſt thou fink him with the meaneſt brutes! 

Where ſhall I fly to waſh me from thy ſtains? 

What reparation can reſtore my peace? 

O my Sophrenia (dare I call her mine) 

Might I preſume to humble at thy teet, 

Perhaps forgiveneſs would receive me there? 

Thy ſmile relieve me, and thy goodneſs fave ? 

Virtue, like thine, ſure heaven muſt regard! 

And if it offer in my ſoul's behalf, 

She then may riſe, and leave this ee Fail. 

Whence comes this eaſe? from whence this dawning 
, Hope, 

This pleaſing diſpoſition of my mind ? 

'Tis ſurely preſage of ſucceeding love! 
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Sophronia's good Sopbronia muſt be kind! 

Her heart muſt ſoften, tho” her Judgment mne 
Come reſolution, bear me on my way, 


L' haſten down and meet the lovely fair; 
Go court the ſentence which I've cauſe to dread. 


Deternin'd firmly to combliits deſign ; ; 
Ere the next noon he left Auguſta's ſhores. 
No ſhining equipage diſtinguiſh'd now; 
No ſlaves obfequious at his inſtant call; 
His fortune gone, their ſervices were 0 ber! 
The ſeeming friends, that firſt entic'd to change, L 
Left him forlorn, unpitied in his woe ! 
Depriv'd of means to be convey'd by land, 
He then was forc'd to truſt the faithleſs main, 
And face thoſe wat'ry perils moſt he fear d. 
An honeſt maſter, who had known his worth, 
In brighter days, receiv'd him glad on board, 
Granting him paſſage without promis'd fare, 


Hail Britiſh mariners, your country's friends! 
How joy'd your hearts to do a gen'rous deed! 
How much your country to your valour owes! 
In wars her glory, and her firmeſt guard ! 


| Increaſing, may ye proſper thro? the world, 


The dread, the ſcourge « of Great Britannia's foes! 


At home, may patriots | ſtill your cauſe aſſert, 


And ſec you righted in the juſt reward, 
Freed from the, craft of w/urers and #naves 7 


Twice dawwd Aurora on the azure main, 
Whilſt yet Eugeneo ſaw no cauſe to fear, 
| | ; The 
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The veſlel ſteering in an even courſe; | 

And ere third evening left the weſtern ſkies, 

He ken'd the port, where Sunderland o'er looks 
The ſarging waves: How pleaſing was the fight! 
But not long dend till the pleaſure chang'd: 


Soon as the night had ſpread her fables round, 

The veering winds in dreadful tempeſt blew; 
From ev'ry point amazing lightnings blaz'd, 
And loud' ning thunder ſhook the foaming deep. 
The ſtouteſt ſailors ſhudder'd at the ſcene, 

As well they might, for ev'ry art was vain. 
Aloft on yards the ſhatter'd fails they furl'd, 

Laſh'd faſt the helm, and with the tempeſt drove. 
All night new horrors with the ſtorm encreas'd ; = 
The broken maſts came tumbling by the board : 
One hardy ſeamen, cruſh'd beneath the fall, 

And two, amidſt the raging billows thrown, 
Call'd loud for help, but none, alas, could fave ! 
And oh what dread alarm'd the hopeleſs crew, 
When 'neath the hold a wid'ning eas was ſprung, 
The water ent'ring with reſiſtleſs way! 

All hands aſſiſted till they could no more; 
Weakened was ſtrength, and manlieſt courage faiP'd. 


Perplex'd with fad anxiety of thought, 
Eugenio trembled ! Every miſſpent hour, | 
Recall'd in conſcience, gave him adverſe pain 
Sophronia's wrongs more dreadful than the ſtorm ! 
O had his native innocence remain'd, 
His ſoul, ev'n then, had felt a gentle calm !— 
L 2 He 


He vow'd ſincere, if heaven ſpar'd him now, 
He'd live with virtue, never more to ſtray. 


Kind day returning, brought returning hope, 
The tempeſt ceas'd, the wind reſhifted fair, 
But ſoon the veflel ſunk beneath the waves. 
A narrow boat was all the refuge left; 
To this they crawl, and truſted to the tide. . 
Luck brought them ſafely to their wiſh'd- for port, 
Where bounty's hand the fit relief beſtow'd. 
And here the youth his ſolemn vow renew'd ; 
Reſolv'd in mind, his reformation grew: 
Penſive he travel'd to his native plains, © 
And gain'd a lodging with an humble hind, 
Who made him welcome in a ſocial way. 
There he collected every former joy, 
W hich faithful love, and innocence beſtow'd: 
There he repin'd his mad profuſe expence, 
Which had depriv'd him of eſtate and fame. 
Nor dar'd he yet approach the injur'd maid ; 
Her virtues aw'd him with a doubtful fear; 


The ſad remembrance of his guilt reviv'd. 


One day, (when Phœbus had approach'd his noon) 
He ſought retirement in a peaceful grove 
And there beneath the branches of an oak, 
Reclin'd he ſtaid, whilſt fighs expreſs'd his woe; 
And in a voice that echo'd thro? the ſhade, 
His plaint he utter'd in this varying ſtrain. 


Ve harmleſs birds, that rove theſe (Ivan gebel 


Or {ſweetly charm me on the leafy ſprays: 
| FA Ye 
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Ye painted inſects, wafting o'er the meads, 
Adorn'd with beauty's nicely varied charms : 
Ye flocks and kine, that crop the flow'ry-food, 
That yield the fleecy and lacteal ſtore, 

How happy are you in your peaceful ſtates, 

In calm retreats, where rural nature glows ! 
Fix'd to one point, ye know no erring change, 
Nor need the boaſted privilege of man 

I too was happy when I virtue lov'd ; 
Supremely happy in content of mind. 

Oft have I wander'd thro? theſe ſhady bowers, 
Indulging genius in the dawning thought. 

Oft have I wander'd thro” the fruitful fields, 
Warm'd with the bounties of a hand divine, 
Profuſely beaming whereſoe'er I trod ! 

Oft have I wander'd o'er my own domains, 
Sincerely thankful for the bleflings given, 
Praiſing my fathers for their prudent care. 
Extravagance has robb'd me now of all! 
Where now the pleaſures of a muſing mind? 
Where now that wiſdom nature's works inſpir'd ? 
Where now the rapture gratitude improves ? 
My peace, my fortune, and my honour gone ! 
Oh baſe intent, to falſify my vow ! 

To leave Sophronia ! whoſe accompliſh'd mind 
Might give more luſtre to a monarch's throne ! 
"Tis not ſo much that poverty appears, 

, Damping what's gen'rous in the lib'ral breaſt, 
Threat*ning dependence on the miſer's power; 
"Tis not ſo much that ignorance has led 

My thoughts to wander from the prudent way, 


And made me forteit ev'ry needful means 
| iS To 
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To be a friend in every friend's diſtreſs ;' | 
Rightly benevolent in gen'rous deeds!  - 

Tis not ſo much for the/e that I repine, 

As that I wrong'd Sophronia / O my full heart 
When wilt thou yield——when wilt thou ceaſe to move? 


He ended here, nor could the plaint reſume ; 
His grief too mighty for expreſſion's aid, 


Or love, or chance, had led the penſive fair 
To ſigh with filence in that verdant place, 
Juſt in the moment when the youth began. | 
She knew the voice, and pitied as it ſpoke;  _ _ 
Her heart full melted, and ſhe kind forgave, | 
She mark'd the anguiſh of deſpairing fear, 
The ſoft impreſſions of returning love. 


What then to do? no ready thought devis'd; 
Her love, her modeſty, her reaſon ſtrove ; 
Nor fled diſcretion in the trying ſcene. | 
True, ſhe'd been injur'd, and by whom the priz'd, 
Believ'd at once her lover, and her friend! 
Believ'd as conſtant as the changeleſs ſun! 
But now, repentance drew a friendly veil 
O'er each miſconduct—all his virtues ſhone ! © 
Theſe ſhe remember'd, and again rever'd. 
Tho? near reduc'd to beggary and want, 
His excellencies flill might claim regard: 
And then, her fortune could I them both, 
Beyond the power of avaricious knaves; 
Beyond the ſneer of ignorance or pride! 


She weightd each motive by refleQion's ſcale, 
And laſt determin'd on the nobleſt part, To 
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To ſooth his ſorrow with a gen'rous love! | 
To crown his wiſhes, and forget her wrongs! 4264 


The nnd harnionifts that hanated thies, 
Alone were conſcious at the kind debate; 
They ſaw their meeting which no muſe can 3 
Each ſoul, exalted in its native truth, 

Strove to excel, magnanimoully free 
This, to beſtow with dignity and grace, 
That, to receive with gratitude reſin d. 


The youth with frankneſs, ow d his follies wh 
Nor aim'd to leffen with a mean diſguiſe. 
The maid then view'd him as the morning ſtar, 
Again emerging from the clouds of night ! 2 
Not more delight enrapt the matron's breaſt, -* 
That ſaw her ſon from mortal death awake, 
Ariſing at the bleſt Redeemer” s call. 


From that glad time, not many 1 2 revoly'd, 
Till lawful Hymen made the couple one: 
All cold remorſe, all injunes forgot, 
Sublime affection from the bond improv'd. 
Each hour, each moment brought relays of joy ; 1 
Each mind was happy in the bliſs ſerene, _ 
In friendſhip, heighten'd by the pureſt love. 


They ſtaid not long on Hunwick's fav'rite plains, ' 
Where ſcenes too oft a ſad remembrance brought 
Of kind Marthanes's death of ſeats and lands, 

A goodly heritage, profuſely ſpent. 
But * theſe, they ſouthern Richmond choſe, 
L 4 | Where 
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Where winds the Thames, in beauteous proſpect De, 
The boundleſs views far widening to the 

Here mighty Edward * mourn'd his glorious fon, 
Too early loſt to Eng/and and to him, 


And here Eliza ſ left her mortal realms, 


To ſhare the glory of unfading crowns, 

Here lately too, great Caroline remain'd, 
Pleas'd with contentment in the rural cave: 
The ſimple dairy, not beneath ber care, 

Fit relaxation for a mind ſo 

How bleſt the Poet, f in a chance 15 kind, 
That brought his genius to Ber gracious ſamile |. | 
The royal patroneſs beheld and crawn'd! _ 
Long as that genius kept its native warmth, 
She ſhould have been the ſubject of his ſong ; 


Her pious actions claiming deathleſs 5 b 


Here liv'd the pair, in true contentment bleſt, . 
Sublimely happy, for they virtue lov'd, 
Sincerely lov'd, and practis'd what ſhe angel. 
Long were they eminent for active worth, 
For ev'ry ſhining excellence of ſoul ; 
By neighbours honour'd, by their friends rever'd. _ 
Their life was healthy thro' a length of years; 
Nor were they ſummon'd to their mortal change, 
Till timely age had wither'd o'er each brow, 
And left them ripe for heaven's friendly call. 
One common grave enclos'd their, laſt remains. 
Their memory was grateful to their friends 
Their worth proc/aim'd long as thoſe friends ſurviv'd, 


* Edward III. He died of grief for the loſs of his heroic ſan 


the Black Prince. 


+ Queen Elizabeth, She di ed here Anno 1603, 
I Stephen Duch, 
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MONARCH of the BRITONS. 


A TRAGEDY. 


How charming Liberty to Britiſh minds 
The gen'rous paſſion kindles at our birth, 
Grows with our years, and with our ſtrength refines, 
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ARTHUR. N "x 
MODRED, uſurper of his throne. 
MOLUS, a Britiſh nobleman. 
DRUIS, a prieſt and philoſopher. 
BARDUS, his attendant. 


CADOR, 
GALV AN, 5 Arthur's nephews, 


HOEL, King of Armorica, and Arthur's ally. 
WITHGAR, General of the Saxons, in league 


with Modred. 
PICTUTIUS; General of the Picts, 1 n'd 
with Withgar, "TAPE /> 
CONSTANTINE, ſon of Cidor- Gar | 
The QUEEN. — EES — 


| Officers and ſoldiers, and choir of fingers, 8c. 


AK 


MONARCH of the BRITONS, 


1 
SCENE the Firſt, opens in the midſt of a large wood— 
on each fide grattos, caves, and arbours, and termi- 
nated with the view of a rural temple, &'c.—PFrom 
the ſhades is heard = the 2. Ode, by ſeveral 


voicet. 
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E pines, whoſe tops approach the flies; - 
Ye oaks, that ſo majeſtic riſe ; 
Ye verdant ſhrubs, that kiſs the ground; 
Ye plants, that breathe your odours round ; 
Aſſiſt us now, aſſiſt our lays, 
Attend to godlike AxTHuR's praiſe. 


Sounding grottos, ſweet alcoves, 
Purling fountains, vocal groves; 
Zephyrs, wafting o'er the plains, 
All prolong the votive ſtrains. 


Ye herds, chat range the lawns 3 


Ye flocks, and nimbler fawns; {7 
| Ye 
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Ye fteeds, that ſeem to fly; 
Ye larks, now pois'd on high; 
Ye warblers on the ſprays, 
Aſſiſt our grateful lays. - 


Tell the woods around, 
A prince ſo renown'd, 
A prince ſo ſublime, 
So good, ſo divine, 
So juſt, and ſo true, 
The world never knew. 


And thou, bright ſun ! 
Whoſe courſe is run, 
Whoſe beams remove, 
As fix*d by Jove, 
Now to explore 
Some diſtant ſhore, * 
Where'er thou giv'ſt the day, 
From thy glorious ſplendent ray; 
In ev'ry land his worth proclaim, 
That future ages may record his name. 


Enter DRU IS and GALVAN=—from an arbour. 


Galv. What boots it then, if virtue cannot fave, 
Nor valour guard us from a-tyrant's aim? 
The villain proſpers, whilſt the patriot falls. 

All the reward ſuperior talents give, 
Is but to be diftinguiſh'd irt in cares. 

Dru. Be yet reſign'd, nor blame the laws of fate. 
Think not that heaven deſerts the wiſe and brave, 
* Tho? 


Tho? diſappointments cloud their brighteſt dax. 
Behold your King, for matchleſs deeds renown'd ; 
Deeds, that will triumph o'er the date of time: * 
Poſterity ſhall marvel at his fame, | 
And wild romance grow wilder with the theme, 
Behold him active in his country's caule, 
Ere fifteen ſummers had encreas'd his age. 
You've heard his valour on fam'd Mona's ile, 
When ſcarce eighteen? The guilty Areclute 
Falling a victim *neath his braver arm. _ 
Since then, what glories have enlarg'd his fatal 
How often has he ſet th* oppreſſed free | 
How often has he prov'd religion's friend ! 
Have you not /n his conduct in the field? _ 
Have you not mark'd him midſt the battle's rage, 
And wonder'd at the man? Yourſelf * told 
Enough to prove him pbænix of his age 
And yet this prince is not exempt from woe. 
Galv. True! the godlike Arthur is beyond compare: 

And when I think how much his ſoul endures, | 
Of pains reſulting from a load of woes, 
Calamities unſpeakably ſevere, 
His injur'd bed, his Queen, his throne uſurp'd, 
And rebel ſubjects daringly ingrate ; 
I want that calmneſs, which thou recommend'R. 
O thought diſtracting! that a prince like him, 
Should in the tranſitory joys of life, 
Share but in common with the meaneſt ſlaves, 
Yet feel afflictions ſlaves can never know 

Dru. Four times the year its ſtated courſe has roll'd, 

Since, call'd again to injur*d HoePs aid, 
He left our ſhore, to ſet th? oppreſſed free, 
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His on dominions, and — Queen, 40090 
Unhappily were left to Modred's care. [3 eben 

When, lo! in ſpite of gratitude deſerv'd, 
Forgetting all the ties of kindred blood. 
The laws of heaven, and the laws of men, jig! 6 
The perjur'd brute turnꝰd rebel to his King, 
Uſurp'd his throne, debauch'd and wed the Queen; 
Then, to complete the meaſure of his en 1 
He join'd the Saxon fo. 

Galvz. Druis, no more. 
How often ſhall-we thus repeat the theme ? 
It is our daily talk. I could for ever 
Curſe the monſter, and his impious reign. 1 
What de vaſtations have from thence Oe 
What itabs to Britain's liberty and pea 
Numbers there are, whoſe fouls thony ny ſcorn ; 3 
Yet, wanting courage, they proclaim him King, 
And follow him to battle. Theſe ſhould knoW 
How much on ARTHUR s ſingle life depends; 
Yet they purſue him with avengeful hate. 
Unhappy country! by thy ſons deſtroy'd! 
The rude invaders catch occaſion now, 
To triumph ſafely, and to hope thy fall. 

Dru. Dread not the worlt : — is all i in all ! 
His diſpenſations ever tend to good; 
Sooner or later virtue finds reward ! 
Our glorious monarch 1s the care of heaven. 

Galv. But ſtand not I ſeverely charg'd with blame, 
Whilſt here inactive, when my King's at war, 
And juſteſt war for liberty and right? | 


Dru. No, my brave Galvan, you have had yourthare, 
ol . . - Nor 


Nor have been wilt on the field of fame, ; 


Witneſs ee wounds that brought you to my care; 


Witneſs the hand yorve loft. © 

Galv. 2 The at remains, 
And ſtill my heart beats vig' rous in the breaſt. _ 
Should then the will turn coward, and refuſe? = 
Can I devote the remnant of my life | | 
To nobler purpoſe, than my country's cauſe ? - 

Dru. Spoke like yourſelf ; nor would I with to ** 
Your eve of life go undiſtingutſbd down; 
Yet ſtrict neceſlity requires your ſtay. 
Your cure imperfect, ſtrength but half reſtor'd + 
*T would raſhneſs be to ſeek for dangers now. 

Gato. I know thy kindneſs would conſult my eaſe, 
It was the ſame when Gakvay was torn from me. 


6. 4 


To thee, as to my boſom's füreſt friend, _= 


Pve ever come, when e'er rhisfortune frown'd; 
But now my country, ſet with dangers round, 
And godlike Arthur ſtruggling with her fate, 

Call me away. My every nerve 1s theirs, pts 
Nor ſhould I live but as I ſtrive” to fave, _ 
Il to the camp. 5 8 rol ), 

Dru. © Yet ſtay at leaſt, my lord, 

Till night ſhall nearer have approach'd her noon. 
That you may march more ſecret from the foe ! 


Galu. Away with doubts; I bid thee now farewel. 


On heaven, and on thy Prayers, my foul depends. 
Exit. 


Dru. My prayers you have. May . hea- 


ven grant 
Happy return! O may rebellion ceaſe, 
And Britons, waking, be deceiv'd no more: 
© Vnion! 
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_ Union! and virtue theſe alone mufl OL 
From threaten'd ruin, Theſe alone prevent 
The complicated ichemes of foreign foes. 


Enter BAR DP US. 


Bar. One, i in the habit of an ancient age, | 
Entreats admittance ; By the path that leads 
Through the receſſes of the ee, 

We met. | 

Dru. Aſk'd he for me * | 

Bar. Les, by your name. 

Dru. It is perhaps my King! ſometimes diſguis'd, 
He deigns me viſit, and my counſel claims. 

Bar. Ah no, it is not him! far different form 
This ſtranger ſhows : There's not the martial fire, 
The look majeſtic, nor the noble mein, 

That ſpeak the dignity of 4rthur's ſoul. 

Theſe no * of the dreſs can hide. 

Rather dejection, with her gloomy train, 

Join'd to the darker; brood of conſcious guilt, 

Seem to inhabit there, and ſpread their bane. 
Dru, Alas! ſome crimeful wretch that ſeeks for peace, 

Lead on, to where the ſacred miſſeldine 

The ſtately oak ſurrounds, and forms the ſhade, , 

The lamps ſoft burning in the circling maze ; 


Thither conduct him, and let none intrude. _ 
| (E xeunt, ) 


' SCENE WL—A feld 


Eibe GALVAN and CADOR. 


Gate, 1 would have known thee bad the _ 
been dark, 
And much it Joys me thus to meet again. And 
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Cad. Surpris'd, and pleas'd, I wonder at the change, 
To find him living whom I fancy'd dead. 
I faw'thee fall! my memory forgets 
The day, fo long the glorious catalogue 
Of Arthur's vict'ries! Was it not the time 
When brave Angu/el died? 1 
_” *T was even then. 
One hardy Saxon prov'd too much for both ; 
I firſt engag d; Anguſel ſaw me preſt, 
And haſted to relieve. His ſword, tho' keen, 
Fail'd in its ſtroke, and left him to the foe. 
Happier for Britain, had the lot been mine 
To die !—in 4nguſel much worth ſhe loſt. 
Cad. We all 20 ſhare the fortune of the ſield. 
I ſee, my friend, thou bear ſt a noble ſcar !- 
O Galvan/ what immortal deeds 
Have I beheld, ſince that important day, 
Atchiev'd by Arthur! Tho' depreſs'd by age, 
Tho deſtitute of friends, ſublime he lives; 
And ſtill reſolv'd to ſtop rebellion's ſway, 
To ſcourge the tyrant, and his rebel crew, 
Onward he goes, and vict'ry yields the palm. 
Galv. Say, what his triumphs ſince I laſt bore arms? 
Cad. Thrice he has met, and thrice o'ercome the 
foes ; | 
But chiefly in the conflict, that Yona 
With yeſter morn, and ended with the day, 
Galv. O Cader.! there muſt have been glory then! 
Cad. Glory there was, where'er great Arthur moy'd, 
The traitor Modred fled before his arm; 
And many a rebel felt the fatal blow. 
His troops, all worthy of him, fought like men. 
| M 
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The brave Armoricans, conſcious ſtill of fame, 
And Hioel's valour, miracles perform'd. 


Gatv. Which of our former battles was it like ? 
Cad. Thou know'ſt, when Cerdic landed on our iſle, 
How Britons fought ; tho? then their efforts vain. 
Thou alſo know'ſt the feats on Chardford om, 
When in the glorious cauſe of liberty, | 
Five thouſand natives with their monarch fell. 
Theſe it was like! Or rather let me ſay, 
Like the memorable one at Badan, 
Arthur's twelfth vict'ry! when four hundred Saum 
By his ſingle arm were ſlain. Such it was. 
Tho' Phoebus twice aſcended to his noon 
Ere that was oer, yet yeſterday he ſaw 
Deeds full as brave, and conqueſt on our fide. 
Gato. Unlucky! that I was not there. 
Cad . | Fret not, 5 
What of thyſelf remains, is _ preſery'd 
For Arthur's glory. Unconquer'd, Modred | 
Still prolongs the war. Vileſt infamy 
Makes tie wretch more bold. Rebellious crew, 


And enemies ally'd, urge him to war, 


Whilſt Britain's ruin, and his own, they ſcheme. 


Galv. Where flies he now to make a further ſtand ? 

Cad. Here in Danmonium he has pitch'd his camp, 
Not far from hence : By favour of the night, 
He *ſcap'd purſuit, and ere the morn was ſafe. 
Strong 1einforcements join'd him on the place, 
Saxons and Picts; on whom his ſoul relies. 

Galv. How cam'ſt thou by the news? 

Cad. Myſelf have been 


To reconnoitre, and I found it ſo. . 
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Beſides, his ſituation nature guards; 
And now I think him ſtronger than before. 
Galv. Well, let us march; Ilong to join our friends. 
Cad. On Tamar's banks, perhaps thoy'lt find them 
now, 
Approaching Dunbivid. At earlieſt morn 
Pl meet thee there, Good night 
Galy. . | Whither go'ſt thou ? 
Cad. To paſs an moments with a good old friend, 
Who dwells not far from hence. One whom I love, 


Dear as thyſelf. 
Galv. I gueſs the name; Druis / 
Cad. Even ſo. 
Galv. | Kind, venerable old man 


In rural ſolitude, how ſweet he lives 

Copying the manners of the ſage of old, 
Druids, and bards. His daily food like theirs, 
His raiment and ſimplicity the fame, 

But nobler his religion; Chriſtian pure 


To him commend me; Ye have both my love! 
(Exil.) 


Cad. If worth ſuperior in an honeſt mind 
Could ſave a mortal from the woes of life, 
Then had Galuan never known misfortune. 
But ſuch his magnanimity of ſoul, 
He joys to ſuffer in his country's cauſe. (Exit) 


SCENE III.— Muse! in the uod lamps lighted, c. 


Enter DRU IS and STRANGER. 


Stra. Talk not of peace, good man, to one like me; 
Deſpair alone muſt be my portion nor; 
b M2 2 Miſery, 


yu. eee Ss 
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Miſery, and pain, my guilty ſelf have caus'd 15 
Oh, I could imprecate with rage of fiends ! 


Curs'd be thoſe eyes, that led my heart aſtray ! 


Curs'd be the tongue, that could perſuade me ſo! 
Had I but paus'd ; had I but thought of death; 
The bow], the cord, the poinard's deadly point; 70 
A thouſand natural methods might have been, 

To ſave me from diſhonour! Oh my ſoul! 


How gloomy all, when innocence is gone! 


Not the dire horrors. of the martial feuds, 
Nor wars inteſtine, that deſtroy the realm, 
Nor fate of Britons," can in Arthur's ab. ©, 
A torment raiſe, equal to mine  (Weeps) 
Dru. * | Forbear ! ' 
All this is weakneſs—langtage of the fool: 
Too late ſuch reaſoning, when the deeds are paſt. 
You might bave hinder'd, what you can't retrieve. 
Heaven had ally'd you to the beſt of men, 
To make you bappy. Your love, your honour, 
And above all, your duty to that heaven, 
Should have reſiſted, when the tempter came. 
Theſe once deſerted, how ſupine your fall ! 
Stra. Alas, good man! am I then loſt for ever? 
Dru. Foul crimes, atrocious, and deepcaſt as yours, 
Have doubtleſs brought Heaven” 8 * 6 
down - 
On Britain, and promote | hoy fall: But yet, 
A pleaſing interval of peace appears, 
That ſmiles campaſſion on the worſt in crimes, 
Stra. Tell me, O tell me where that bliſs to find, 
That happy refuge, which I've ſought in vain! 
= Can 
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Can there be peace on earth for one like me ? 
Who will have pity on a wretch ſo vile? 

Dru. The godlike Arthur, not leſs good than great, 
Sees the infirmities of mortal minds, 

And ſeeing, weighs. Moſt equitable judge! 
The world beholds him but in ſcenes of war, 
Or *midſt the thorny paths of regal cares: 

Yet there are hours, which his ſoul devotes 

To nobler themes. In theſe too he conquers, 
Conquers with reſiſtleſs ſway ! No paſſion, ' 

But his ſuperior reaſon can ſubdue. 

Yes, he can forgive, injuries like yours ; 

Look with an eye of grace ev 'n on Medred, 
And forget his wrong, 

Stra. Excellently great 

I know; wiſdom has mark'd him for her own. 
But when wall ſeaſon opportunely come, 

That I may humbly proſtrate at his feet, 

And ſeek that pardon which alone muſt fave ? 

Dru. Oftimes he gives his royal preſence here, 
Deigning me viſit, midſt my ſylvan haunts, 

Free to converſe of nature and of God: 

Today, if victory hath propitious been, 

Ere morning riſe, I may the favour hope : 
Meantime, where Bardus ſhall direct, withdraw, 
And when I ſee the proper moment near, ; 
Pl try to ſpeed the intercourſe you want. 

Stra. Oh how I long, yet how I dread to meet 
Faint hope, deſpair, the horror at my deeds ; © 
Love, fear, and anguiſh from the ſenſe of ſhame, 

- Crowd on my thought, and give me up to pain. 
O for that innocence which once was mine! Exit) 
* M 3 Dru 
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Dru. Such miſery attends the guilty mind, 
Sooner or late. Happy alone are they, 
Who ſee the vices of a various age, 

And by example ſhun them. O virtue! 
Faireſt, beſt, immortal gift of heaven 
Make and preſerve me thine. In ew'ry act, 
Still let me aim the welfare of mankind. 


Enter CADOR. 


Cad. All health and ſafety, to the man 1 love! | 
Dru. My worthy Cador ! welcome your return. 
Say, does my ſov*rergn live, and live to fame? 
Cad. Great he lives, and thus by me ſalutes theo. 
(Embrace.) 
Succeſs, ftill faithful to His righteous cauſe, 
Attends him, O Dru:is, how ſublime the man! 
Thrice he has met the rebels in the field, 
And thrice ſubdued. Britons now may hope, 
Ere long, to ſee e rebellion fall. 
Dru. Happy event! could ſuch immediate be. 
Cad. If fortitude can gain the bliſs, tis done; 
Not but that Madred yet may puſh the war; 
Ten thouſand ſtranger ſince his laſt defeat, 
In camp convenient, and entrenchments ftrong ; 
Not far from hence, again he braves our arms. 
Dru. What reſolution bears our glorious King? 
Cad. Again to fight, ſince that alone can fave 
His lov'd Britannia now. Victory, or ruin! 
Meantime, midſt all his cares, he thinks of tllee; 
Commanded me to bring theſe tidings of him, 
And entreat thy prayers. A good man” $ wiſhes 


May in * ſave. 
Dru. 
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Dru. Had l but ſeen him! 

Cad. So critical each moment of his time, g 
Now when the foe in gather'd ſtrength collects, 
That pleaſure for a longer ſeaſon muſt be wav'd. 
Safe in thy lov'd retreat, enjoy that peace | 
Which innocence and virtue beſt beſtow... 3 
The king, by previous treaty, jointly made, 
Thy calmy dwelling has ſecur'd from harm; ; mo 
No rudeneſs of the war ſhall enter here. 
But mark me, Druis, if the guilty Queen, 
Approach thee, or thy temple, warn her hence.” 
Mind not her ſpecious tongue! the King commands! 

Dru. Strange the dilemma which muſt thence enſue. 
The queen to me has all her grief declar' d. 
And I to ſpeed an intercourſe between them, 
Have bound myſelf by: word. 

Cad. ; Ik ͤlere let it rell. 
But hear her no more, if honour be thy love; 
And duty bind thee to thy ſovereign's will, 

Till he ſhall viſit, and renew the c . 


Farewel ! (Going) 
Dru. Will not my friend now reſt ; awhile, 


Nature muſt weaken with ſuch vaſt fatigue, 

As you endure? - 
«© © "A call it not fatigue: 

What I, and fellow ſoldiers undergo, © 

Is eaſe, and ſunſhine, to what Arthur feels. | 
Dru. The night's far ſpent, you may till morn abide, 
Cad. My abſence from the camp may danger bring. 

I bear intelligence, that will promote | 

Future deſigns: And quick diſpatch beſt ſuits 

The ſervice which I owe ſo great a King. | 

M 4 | Farewel, 
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Farewel, good man: were peace again reſtor' d, 
Happy in retirement here I'd ſtay, 
And truſt the chances of the world no more. 

Dru. Heaven grant us peace! to Arthur FRA 0 of 

days ! 

O tell my King, my thoughts are ever with bim; a 
And if a mortals prayers can ought avail, | 
Mine ne'er ſhall reals, for his and Britain's good— 
Go, worthy man! go proſper in each deed. 

Cad. Adieu, my friend; remember thou the Queen 

8 Exit 
Dru. Whence this injunction, not to o hear 2 
een? 
Severe the law, and it portends ew ruin. 
True the is ſtain'd with guilt of blackeſt dye, 
Crimes, that have ſunk her to eternal 5 
Ingratitude, diſſimulation vile, 
Adultery, rebellion, inceſt foul, 
And all the horrid group that theſe attend! | 
Yet Arthur's mercy een on fuch can ſmile. 
Women in ev'ry ſtate of life are weak, 
Eaſy ſeduced by the wiles of men, 
By earlieſt education taught to prize 
The ſuperficial glories of. the world, 
Amus'd & from what is ſolid, permanent and pure. 
Too many thus; and higher ſouls ſhould ſpare 
Severity, where reaſon but from cuſtom errs. 
Unhappy Guinever/ how dark your ſtate! 
Yet will I try. Angels themſelves have albu! As | 
| | ee (Exit 


SCENE 
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A R T H u R. 185 


8 c ENE 1 cu,, 


Enter MOLUS, with a Guard of Soldiers. 


Mol. Soldiers, prepare. If ſight deceives me not, 
By yonder branching tree there comes one arm'd; 
And by his haſty ſteps, he ſeems a for. 


Enter 0 ALVAN, Sword in Hand. 


Mol. Stand there. What art thou ? | 

Galv. A Briton, fellow! 

Mol. Fellow to thee—T am a Briton too. 50 

Galv. Thou lieſt I know thee Malus, vileſt lave! 
Slave ev'n to Modred, and his curſt deſigns. 
No Briton thou — to deſerve that name, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have lov'd thy country, vileſt ſlave! 
Wretches like thee prevent Britannia's ra 

And rob us of our pureſt gem our liberty ! 
Mol. Take care, raſh man, there's treaſon in ** | 
ſpeech. 
Galv. Smooth dog od with pretences that 
cajoPd 

The unwary multitude; and led thas wrong: an 
Yes—T remember all thy cunning now. 
Mean flave ! to take up arms againſt the beſt of kings! 
Againſt thy country: Art thou fit to live ? f 
Now join'd in unnatural alliance, | 
With P:&4s and Saxons, who uſurp the rights | 
Of ancient Britain. Such baſe ſons as thee, 
Have ſtabb'd her peace! feuds, and diſſentions, 
Brought theſe Marauders to our fruitful ſhores. 


And now rebellion, hatch'd in evil hour, 
| Hatch'd 
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Hatch'd by the luſtful brute thou meanly , 
Aims to deprive us of the bleſſings left. 
Such monſters, ſurely, heaven will requite! 
Cauſes of run! 
8 Peace, 1 will hear no more. 
Galv. Does it ſting thee then! ? un thou conſtience 
left? 
How fares ſhe in a breaſt ſo ſear'd as thine? . 
Mol. Have I | not bid thee pracet 
Galv. | I talk to ſlaves! 
When &er my ling n me to the held, 
Deeds, there, ſhall warrant ev'ry charge Pye drawn. 
Mol. 1 ſee thou'rt maim'd, and therefore pvc 


Salo. Coward! come on; there's vengeance . in 
/ this blow, 1 11» (Strikes him) 


Thy Eb. and, Calvan diſarms him) 
Mol. Behold: ye this, and unconcerned, ſoldiers ? 
(The ſeldiers ruſh upon C alvan ; he fruggles, and gets from them) 
Gate. Soldiers! but I miſcall ſuch Five ſaves, 
Murtherers! aſſaſſins! better ſuit: 5 
Have ye ſo ſoon forgot the glorious Arthur, 
Whoſe brave example taught ye how to war? 
How to defend your on and country's rights 
He, god-like hero] led ye forth to glory; , 
Whilſt im, whon baſe revolt hath made your maſter, 
Is fall'n from glory, never more to riſ;q; 
Victory with him will be but infamy „„ rr 
| — and confuſion all the palms you'll gain ! 
This, if ye war ſurvive; and after death, 
Lateſt poſterity ſhall curſe your memories. 
Rouſe then, be Brions { and rebel no more. bs, 
(23s! | Mol. 
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Mol. What ſtupor ſo confounds your daſtard ſouls? 
Scize, ſeize, and bear him priſoner away 


(They fight again—Gelvan, diſarms them all, and Molur rune of 
with them) 


Galv. Poor is the triumph o'er fach ſlaves as theſe! 
Yet,” O my country! if I ſerve but thee, 
If any act of mine promote thy peace, 
'Tis well. My life is thine!—what have we here? 
(Taking up a paper) 
Ah! the lignet royal—-2nd open'd too 
The moon's fair tight ſhall ſhew me what it bears. 


your 
NE C72 M 0 L U 8. 

The — has Ut the court, and gone off diſ- 
guis'd. Chuſe out a band, and through the night 
purſue her. Perhaps ſhe wil retire to the palace in 
the wood, where Druis lives; thither bend thy 
courſe, and ſoon as met, bring her away, If any 
dare ſtrive to prevent, repel force by force. Thou 
knoweſt how much depends upon my love, 


*MODRED. 


Galv. Has ſhe 1 . Queen! 
Much too depends upon his beaſtly love. (Reads) 
Let me ſee, © and through the night purſue her ; 

* Retir'd to the palace in the wood, 

Where Druis lives.” —Freſh apprehenſions riſe, 
The villain may diſturb the quiet there, 

And harm my friend=-ſhall I proceed to camp, 
Or now return to guard the good old man? 


know my king eſteems him, well as I 


3 


—— 
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At once, by duty and affection drawn 


This I reſolve. Protecting ſo much worth 

Is ſervice to my King, and country too 

And as a Briton, tis my part to riſe, 1 

By gen'rous deeds, and gen 'rous deeds alone ! 


(2 xit) 
End of the Fu, AR. 


ACT . SCENE IL. 
A VisTa leading to the TEMPLE. 


Enter BARDUS, and Others ef his Order Tbey ſing 
the following ODE. 


IGHT away, 
Welcome day; 
See ſhe ſhines ; 
O'er yon pines; 5 
Inviting, E ; 
|  Delighting. 1 


What pleaſures new 
She brings to view; 
Fair truth inſpires, 
Improv'd deſires; 


Pore faith, hope, and bow 
Of Eden above; 3 
Our boſoms to raiſe, 


With raptures of praiſe. 
Mighty herces of old EY 
We your hiſt'ries unfold, Your 
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Your great actions to tell, 
That your ſons may excel; 
That, like you, they may claim 
The bright laurels of fame. 


Happy Albion ! when they vied, 
Hand in hand, and fide by fide; 
When no private jars prevail'd, 
But all the public foes aſſail'd. 
Union ! Virtue ! theſe maintain'd, 
Peace and laſting honours gain'd. 


Now dire rebellion ſpreads her rage, 
And friends with friends 1n wrath engage ; 
Invading enemies prepare, 

To reap the fruits of civil war : 

Such feuds muſt fx them on our ſhore, 
Till liberty ſhall ſmile no more. 


Yet hope remains: Renowned Arthur tow'rs 
In deeds magnanimous, in deeds like yours : 
Vig'rous in age, and midſt oppreſſion great, 
He dauntleſs lives, to guard Britannia's ſtate. 
As ſhades of night now ſhun the riſing day, 
Rebellion, laſh'd by him, ſhall ſhrink away. 


Hail then the great prince, to whom honour belongs, 
The pride of our hearts, and the theme of our ſongs, 
And hail the brave few, who partake of his care, 
Who, loving their country, for dangers prepare. 
On theſe may celeſtials each bleſſing beſtow, 


* patriot protectors of freedom below. 
| (A retire but Bardus) 


Enter 


— 


{Mido DRVIS. | 


Dru. Now let the ſtranger be conducted hence; 
And ſay, the King's not coming here laſt night, 
Prevented the performance of my word. 

Bar. By ſome expreſſions unawares let fall, 

I fancy tis the Queen. 

Dru. | That to thyſelf. 
Quick thro! the eaſtern paſſage fate convey, 


Nor tarry in return: III wait thee here. 
(Exit Bardus) 


The morning's peaceful dawn invites the foul - 
To gratitude and love. Heaven is kind 

Kind ſtill to man, how weak ſoe'er he be! 
Zach moment brings improvement of his joy, 
Would he but think, nor ſlight the gift divine. 
All the diſcordant ills that vex the world, 

From mortal cauſe proceed. Man to himſelf 
Is {till his greateſt 8 N erf 


Enter MOLUS, with Soldiers. 


Mol. | Let none be ſpar'd, 
Who dare reſiſt the orders of our King. 
Ay, here's the fox, contriving to conceal. 

Dru. Whence this diſturbance, Sir? Know you 

the place 

Mol. I ſeek the Queen, without regard to other. 

Her if thou dar'ſt ſecrete, thy life ſhall pay. 
(Takes hold of him) 

Dru. You muſt be calmer, if you want reply. 

_ Mol. Shew me the Queen, or elle expect the blow. 


Dru, 
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Bru. Such rudeneſs may coſt you dear - 

Mol. "i Hold thy peace, 
Or tell me where thou haſt the Queen conceal'd ; 
Nought elſe I'll hear. Does filence pleaſe thee beſt ? 
Then, ſoldiers, drag him to the camp away; 
Speech there ſhall: come, or torment be prepar'd. 


(Exeunt) 
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Enter the QUEEN (fill in diſguiſe.) 

Au. Eſcap'd, From what eſcap'd? not from myſelf! 
Then hell, and pain, and dangers ſtill ſucceed. 
Fly where I'will, dark guilt denies me peace. 
Here broods the worm, that never, never dies. 
Thou ſun, and all ye ſparkling luſtres round, 
That gild the glade, or check the curling ſtream ; 
Ye ſweets ambroſial, breathing gently forth 
From flow'rets, and the various ſhrabby grove ; 
Warblers ſerene, now chanting on the ſprays, 
Or riſing joyous on expanded wing, 
What grateful pleaſures ye conſpire to yield ! 
But all in vain! in vain, alas, to me! 
Simplicity alone can triumph here. 
Theſe ſcenes beſt reliſh'd by a ſpotleſs mind 
Yet once I knew (O would the hours return!) 
All the delight that ſylvan ſweets beſtow, 
Once was I bleſt with innocence and love 


Enter ARTHUR and HOEL. 
Arth. Courage muſt be proportion'd to the danger, 
Oftimes have Britains fought at greater odds, 
And conquer'd. Hh. 


(Weeps) 
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Ho. ANnactive ſhall we paſs the day, 
And chuſe the night to favour an attack: _ 
We then perhaps may take them unprepar'd. 
Arth. The law of arms forbid not ſchemes like this 
The greateſt men have thought it fair to take | 
Every advantage on inſulting foes:  _ 
But till, ny ſoldiers chuſe the open day; 
Their hearts are honeſt, and they ſcorn what's mean; 
They'd have the world be witneſs of their deeds, 
Nor care to en o'er defenceleſs ſlaves. 
(Exit, with Hoel) 

Qu. Tis him: but unacquainted now he walks, 
Nor heeds a wretch like me—a wretch indeed! 
Not more diſguis'd in habit, than in mind. 
Come madneſs, come, and tear me from myſelf. 
I cannot die; and yet tis hell to live. 
Moments, why repeat your courſe? Beſt for me, 
That time would ceaſe, and hide me in the grave. 
The grave, ſaid I? alas! no grave can hide 
A guilt like mine—no death a wretch ſo vile. 

| (Weeps ) 
ARTHUR and HOEL return. 


Arth. Or friends, or foes, we muſt be ſecret now. 

They ſeem to march, as if confuſion drove. 

He. They vary in their rout; and northward turn 

To Modred's camp. Our paſſage i is left clear. 

Qu. He's here again; let me not lip the time. 

My Lord! my Sovereign! (Kneels ) 

Ns Old man, what would'ſt thou? 

Oz. I would have peace, from kind nnn 
ſprung; T 

4 would have Arthur pity and forgive. Arth. 


— _ — 
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Arth. What doſt thou mean from this? I know 
thee not. 
Qu. To hate me, you have cauſe; eternal cauſe! 
But ſurely yet, remembrance may recall 
The looks, the features, which you once admir'd! | 
Arth. Ariſe, and if thou can'ſt, explain thyſelf. 
Ho. Poor foul | what various paſſions rouſe/, 
And ſtorm upon the man. Complication ſtrange! 
Qu. Have you forgot me then? My days of youth, 
Are they ſo ſunk, as not to be in mind? 
Can coarſe diſguiſement of the garb eraze 
All the remains of what was once to dear? 
Oh my King ! 
Arth. Still thou leav'ſt me in the doubt. 
Qu. More than ſeventy years inur'd to war, 
And active ever for your country's good; 
Active for mankind ! Witneſs other climes ! 
And witneſs fair Armorica's brave King! 
Freedom lives but in you—can you then light, 
And turn from one who- thus implores your aid ? 
Arth. Happy, if heaven ſhall approve my deeds. 
It is a King's immediate duty to defend 
The peace, and liberties, of thoſe he rules; 
Nor ſhould his active powers be confin'd, 
If friends abroad have need. But what of this? 
*Tis only foreign to thy ſuit begun. 
Ou. You had a Queen 
Arth, The bridegroom” 8 promis dj joy 
Thrice have I known. Yes, I confeſs my love, 
Nor think it wrong to have ador'd my Queens. 
The firſt, and ſecond, are with angels now. 
The third That theme let me for ever wave. 


N | (Going) Qu. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
ö 


- 
5 . 
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Qu. My Lord, I am that third! Iam your Queen 
Arth. I ſee thy ailment—melancholy wy 
Thou'rt all diſtracted heaven grant thee peace. 
Qu. Will you not hear me then? will you not ſave? 
Ho. Withdraw thee quickly to ſome Hamlet near, 
Where comfort may be found: Thou want'ſ it much. 


Thy fad diſtemper grows upon thee here. 
(Exit with Arthur) 


u. Where ſhall I wander next ? loſt, and unknown. 
Refus'd that mercy which alone could fave. 


What choice remains, but that I yield to grief ; 
Yield me, and die, if death will be invok' d. 


So the poor mariner, from wreck eſcap'd, 


Truſts to one plank and gains the neareſt ſhore; 
Yet there, deny'd the refuge which he ſought, 
Turns from the land, and plunges in deſpair. 
i i 2d Ae (Fall. 
Enter GAL VAN. 


Galv. Age in diſtreſs! My help is needful here; 
Perhaps ſome one who has his country ſerv'd, _ 
And fought for freedom. Such will I befriend, 
Whilſt life remains, I. (Raiſes the — 

Qu. | Hero! I know thee well, 

Galvan thy name. Thou can'ſt have compaſſion. 

Galv. Who art thou ſay, and what me cauſe of 

this ? | 
There's ſomething royal in thy looks, Tel me. 

Qu. I dare not Tel thee. 

G. n Why? 

Qu. T hou' d'ſt hate me then, 
Hate me as thou do'ſ Britanma's foes,. 

And cruſh me in thy rage. - 0. 
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Cal. Thou need not fear, 
Since thus unarm'd, with me thy life is ſafe. : 
Yes, tho thou be my proudeſt foe. 
Lu. Gen'rous man! 4 
But reaſon now, in ſad confliction toſt, 
Utterance denies. 
Galv. | Thy mind is ſurely ill. 
Try—can'ſt thou walk ? P'll lead thee to my friend, 


Who needful conſolation beſt can give. 
Exit, leading her) 


( They are drove back by Melus and ſoldiers, with Druis) 
Mol. Have I caught you unawares? raſh man! 


Galv. Yes, rather ſo; but I am ſoon prepar'd. 
(Draws) 


Come on—come — ſee I there? my friend! 
My friend a priſoner! there needs no more. 
(( Figbis, and diſarms Molus, upon which the ſoldiers fly) 


Mol. I crave my life. | 
Galv. Mean dog! better to die, 


Than lead ſo ignominious a life; 
But thy thoughts ever grovel'd in the dirt; 
Thy ſoul beſt ſuited to the fouleſt ſcenes. 


I ſtoop not to advantage by thy fall, 
The odds are on my fide. Get thee gone hw 


And wait my further vengeance in the field. 
(Exit Molus) 


My friend, in whom my heart ſo much delights, 
How cam'ſt thou thus? I dreaded ſomething wrong, 
From accidents which happen'd on my road, 
And was retreating, with intent to guard. 

Dru. Let us return, we'll talk it on our way. 


E Gato. 


— 
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Galv. But lo! this ſtranger, thou muſt firſt 1 


Diſtreſs of mind implores thy needful aid. 
(Pointing to the Queen) 


Dru. My Lord, that ſtranger I have cauſe to know, 
And gladly would reſtore—reaſon commands, 
But if we honour ſtill the beſt of Kings, 
We muſt refrain. Arthur himſelf forbids. 


At time convenient I {hall tell you why. 
(Exit with Galvan) 


Ws Harſh fate! [| how unſupportably ſeyere ! 
How diſproportion'd to what others ſhare ! 

Oh had my deſtin'd lot been humbly low, 

Had I been born, and bred to ruſtic ſcenes, 

To earn a livelihood with ſimple ſwains, 

I might have happy been. Alas I rave! 

*Tis wrong to murmur at the will divine; 

Whoſe goodneſs form'd, and meant me to be bleſt; 

And bleſt I was! O how ſupremely ſo | 

Wilful abuſe of reaſon ment my fall. 


(Exit, weeping) 
Enter MODRED. 


Mod. Without her, tis impoſſible to live. 
Royal ambition was but half my pride; 
Her charms inſpir'd, and rais'd me to the throne. 
For her, I would have ſet the world on flame, 
More warm in paſſion than the youth of troy. 
Now ſhe is fled, I would reſign the whole, 
I this could gain her love, and keep — 


Enter WITH GAR. 


With. News for the King. 
Mod. Say, what! 


With. 
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With. The Queen is found. 

Hard by, I met, and ſent her to the camp. 

She wears diſguiſe, but ſtill her charms prevail. 
Mod. My ſpirits are reviving— thanks to love. 
With. But mark me, King; far other glory calls; 

We muſt to arms, and check the daring foe, 

Or all may yet be loſt. | 
Mod. Nougght will be loſt. 

The weak old man ſhall tremble at my ſword; 

And, General, our troops ſhall wade in blood, 

Till conqueſt has our Queen and throne ſecur'd. 

| (Exeunt) 
Enter PI CTUTIUS, 


KW This feeble paſſion will deſtroy the whole. 
Such weakneſs ne'er ſhould melt a ſoldier's breaſt, 
Medred has courage, but his boy:/þ flame 

Unfits him for the war. Curſe on the wiles 

Of female charms; what miſchiefs have they caus'd! 


Enter WITH GAR. 


With. With ſpeed he follows, eager as a boy. 
Pict. What's to be done? Effeminacy rules! 
With, Blame not a phrenzy which promotes our 
cauſe, 
Modred has nouriſh'd what will work his bane, 
And conquer Britain, more than foreign arms! 
*T'was this provok'd him to uſurp the throne 
Of Arthur, and debauch his Queen. *Twas this 
That calld us to his aid, juſt as we hop'd. 
Pitt. But love, my friend, is not the flame for us, 


We muſt have fire; art and enrag'd ; 
. N 3 Fire, 
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Fire, which may drive him on to ſtop at nought, 

Till Britain has receiv'd her mortal blow, 
With, Fear not—all will go well—or love, or luſt, 

Let him enjoy, and we ſhall proſper by't. 

Britons, by this, each other muſt deſtroy ; 

Their lands, neglected, fall an eaſy prey, 

And Picks, with Saxons, ſhare the glorious prize. 
Pict. But from delaying we can profit nought, 

We muſt have him to the field, and inſtant ! 

Or what avail the reinforcements brought ? 

Arthur muſt too be beat ere we ſucceed, 

Now is the time, let it not then be loſt. _ 
With. Right, what thou fay'ſt. Meantime try ev ry 

art 

To puſh him on. Swear he was born to reign; 

That ſouls like h:s, ſhould no ſuperior know, 

Nor brook controul. Tell him, his will is law! 

Nor need he, like th' affrighted vulgar, curb 

His paſſions, but each appetite indulge. 

Blow him with pride like this, and it will catch 

Thro? all his court. The faſhion, in degree, 

Will root with ev'ry chief, who hopes to riſe 

Beneath his ſmiles. His manners will be theirs. 

Then ſhall *ve triumph in his country's ruin. 


(Exeunt) 
SC ENE IIL--Vizra, leading to the Temple # in the 
Mood. 


Euter ARTHUR and HO EL. 


Arth. Lo the magnificence of rural ſcenes! 
Not more attractive to the curious eye, 
1 | Than 
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Than pleaſing to the heart. . The ſoul, convinc'd, 
Wonders and believes, Wonders at the works 

Of perfect nature, variouſly diſplay d, 

And wiſdom tracing, in her God believes. 

Oft have I paſs'd a peaceful ſeaſon here, 

Pleas'd with the harmony of Druid- ſongs; 

With contemplation, in her lovlieſt dreſs, . 

When the wiſe Druis talk'd celeſtial truths, 

Or when he ſhew'd how monarchs ought to reign, 
How deeply fix'd has my attention been. 

He. Toſt as we are, amidſt the din of life, | 
Scarce have we time for thought; yet truth declares 
*Tis not beneath a monarch to be wile ; 
Wiſe in the virtues of a thinking ſoul. 

Arth. Monarchs ſhould know themſelves, and go- 
vern there. 

Such triumph nobler, than to conquer realms. 
The pageant greatneſs, which we falſely claim, 
| Fades into nought. The world's extorted praiſe, 
Falls to the Grave. What will avail us then? 
Not crowns and ſcepters, which weak mortals give, 
Great but in fancy, tho* with danger held. 
True royalty on virtue builds. There grows, 
There, riſes to the throne that lifts to heaven. 

Flo. The meſſenger is tardy in return. 
Heaven grant the good man ſafe! 

Artb. Lo! Bardus comes. 


Enter BAR DUS. 
Bar. Alas, my liege 
Arth. I ſent thee for thy lord. 
Bar. In vain my ſearch :—the foe has bore him 
N hence. N 4 Artb. 


200 Aa TE HUML 
Arth. The foe! what foe? 


Bar. The treach'rous Alu 
Ho. Was not the treaty drawn? 
W Yes, as confirm'd ; 


But treaties, thou ſeeſt, my friend, bind not rebels. 
It muſt haye been the party which we law, 
Haſting to the camp. 
Ho. 4 Had we been appriz'd, 
We might have reſcu'd, tho* the odds were great. 
Arth. In war, not innocence itſelf is ſafe. 
But vain to murmur : each muſt bear his part. 
I love the man, and meant to guard his peace 
From ev'ry inſult, foreign and deſign'd. 
J truſt with him each ſecret of my ſoul, 
And did intend a private converſe now, 
Of ſome importance to my future weal. 
Time, precious as it is, was to be ſpar'd— Pans, 
Let us to arms; for arms alone muſt bring 
Safety from traitors, and rebellious ſchemes, 
(Exeunt Arthur and Hoel) 


B ARD Us alone. 


Bar. Worth, and pre- eminence of knowledge, vain 
Since theſe protect not from the vice of fools. 
Vain the delight their glad poſſeſſors ſhew, 
In life's ſure changes levePd with the ſlave; 
Sad the reflection, when with truth we find 
That monſters, like to Molus, ſhould prevail 
O'er ſuch as Druis, whoſe tranſcendent mind 
Shares the perfection of celeſtial beings !——. 
Oh! who can ſee the deep deligns of fats??? 
2 ; What- 
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Whate'er the learn'd pretend, theſe ſtill 8 
To. mortals hid, and impenetrable. 


Enter DRU IS and GALVAN. 


| Gale, Tm griev'd that au ght n have diſturb'd 

thy peace; F 

And, if I live, th' affront ſhall 10 . f 
Dru. If Druis complain of ills, what muſt you? 


Or what our King, whom injuries furround ? - 
(Bardus runs 10 bis maſter, and embraces him) 


Bar. O my maſter! | 

Dru. Thy affection moves me. 
Bar. Oh had you not return'd to bleſs theſe ſhades, 
All would have died. 


Dru. Not many moments gone; 
What affects thee ſo? | 
W When of you depriv d, 


One moment's abſence ſeem'd an age of pain; 
I had pictur'd to my mind ſcenes of woe, 

The inſults and deigns of wicked men, 

And all the horrid cruelties of war, 
To which I fancy'd you were now expos'd. 


The King was here. 
Galvz. - Said'ſt thou the king? 


Bar. The ſame. 
But in his preſence was no joy for me. 
My lord was pris'ner, and my peace was gone. 

Dru. Spoke the King? 

Bar. FE He did, and for you en quird- 
At firſt, I could not tell what had befall'n, | 
Grief pour'd ſo on me. I left him then, 
As if to ſeek you in ſome diſtant walk. 


Dru. 
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Dru. And what enſued ? | yk 
Bar. | No expedient found, 
But to return, and ſpeak the fatal news. 
Galv. Did the Ning ſeem mov'd ? 
Bar. R Greatly he was mov? a. 
When firſt I met him, ere the news J told, 
His looks were gentle as unclouded ſky ; | 
But when he heard what rudeneſs had been done, 
And who the victim of the villain's rage, 
No thought can paint, no words deſcribe the change 
He frown'd, and all his majeſty appear d. 
Gatv. Stopt he? 
Bar. Hardly fo long as now I've tall'd. 
His chanot ready, he the ſeat reſum'd, | a 
Drew tight the reins, and hence with fury drove. 
| Galv, Did none attend him? 
Bar. © One, arm'd like himſelf 1 
A noble foreigner he ſeem'd to be. | 
Galv. No doubt *twas Heel, for they ſeldom part. 
I ſee, my friend, that thou art much concern'd. 
Dru. Not to have met the King, highly concerns. 
Like opportunity may ne'er return, 
And I had much to fay. \ 
Galv. Time may be found. 
Dru. Beſides the common accidents of war, 
Advancing age its daily weakneſs brings, 
And in a moment we may part for ever. 
Happy could I firſt addreſs my ſuit, | 
Befriend the 2yeen, and plead in her behalf. 
Their reconcilement would delight me much : 
Galv. Leave her to fate: en _ thought ſhe 
= .M falls. 


Let 
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Let us behold her as our country's fee, | 
Mix'd with the herd, that would promote our ruin. 
Dru. I know ſhe is the weakeſt of her ſex, | 
And hath in infamy the worſt out-done ; 
Yet ſhe has worth, that ſtruggles for the day. 
Repentance : dawning midſt the night of * 
Will give it birth, and into action call. % 
Galv. It is the diſpoſition of thy ſoul, | 
That makes thee view her in a light ſo fair; 
But Britain ſurely never can approve.  - 
Let her then die, and be her crimes forgot ; 
But ne'er approach our injur'd Sov'reign more. 
Dru. I ſee from whence your indignation ſprings, 
Nor can I blame; yet pity will deplore, 
Will ftrive to fave. | | = 
Galv. Forbear, my friend, forbear, 
Nor let ſuch flaves intrude upon thy peace. 
P've other thought. To guard thy life, is mine! 
Molus may triumph in misfortune paſt, 
But let, him now further attempt beware. 

Dru. Your generoſity, my Lord, is great, 
And all my thanks are due; but now, the King 
Has need of ev'ry friend: I'll not detain, 

Before, my Lord! I might adviſe your ſtay, 

Anxious for your health ; but reaſons change, 

I ſee th' important weighty criſis near; 

You love your country, then advance to ſave. 
Galv. Love of my country is my nobleſt boaſt; 

O that my deeds but equalld my delire! 

Happy, if in Arthur's fate I join; , 

If conqueſt crowns, glory on glory grows ! 

And if deny'd, how bleſt to ſhare his fall! 


Tis 


— — 
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*Tis greatly ſetting with the brighteſt ſun! 
Yet, my good friend, #hy life is ſacred too, 


Which whilſt I guard, my country muſt approve, 


Dru. Fear not my life, for I ſhall now withdraw 
To ſecret groves, where no intruſion comes. 

Bar. Behold a chief in armour comes this way. 

Dru. His haſte beſeems the meſſenger of news. 

Galv. I've ſeen the youth. Conſtantine, Cador's ſon. 


Enter CONSTANTINE. 


Conſt. Druis, I ſent not for admittance now, 


Such ceremony muſt give place to war. | 
Dru. To me the ſon of Cador's always welcome. 
| * (Salutes bim) 
Bring x1 report of joy ? I | 
Con My errand here : 
(Turns to Galvan) 
My father, in the abſence of the King, 
Commands. For Galvin he has urgent need, 
And bid me haſte to call you to the camp,, 
Where'er I found. 
Galv. Has he poſition chang'd ; 
Conſt. Not yet; but ſudden movements of the foe 
Beſpeak attack delign'd. This to prevent, 
He means to advance, and ſtop their firit career. 
But you alone muſt lead your old brigade; 
The ſoldiers, hearing that you're ſtill alive, 
And brave, call for their General aloud. - 
In vain to chuſe other commander now. 
Collected to themſelves, they rank in files, 
And dwell upon your name; calling you father! 


Guide! protector —and with tears in their eyes. 
Galv. 
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Cab. Brave fellows! how they delight my riſing 
ſoul ! 
Young man! there's glory in a ſoldier's tears 
To dangers I have led theſe heroes on, 
Many a time, and always found them true. 
Sons of nobleſt freedom?—PBritiſh born! 
Fach private centinel, a prince in ſoul ! 
Not one, but thinks his country's good depends 
Upon his fingle arm. That worth alone, 
Join'd to undaunted courage, can retrieve. 
When curſt rebellion ſpreads its fatal rage, 
With tenderneſs they melt; grieving to draw 
Againſt their countrymen or kin: yet bear 
Severeſt revenge to all of Britain's foes —— 

Yes, I will lead them on once more—brave men! 
Saw you the King? | 
Conſt. The King's at camp by this, ſo faſt he drove. 

I met him, but we neither flack'd a rein. 

Galv. Kind Druis/ let our friendſhip live—fare- 
Dru. If from the deeds of war, time can be ſpar'd, 

I pray, my Lord, commend me to the King; 

Tell him my return, and that all is ſafe. - 

Whilſt his, and worth like yours, Britannia boaſts, 

Shall ſhe not remain mighty to the world ! 1 


And great amongſt the nations ! riſe or fall? 
- (Exeunt) 


El of the Send Aft 
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ACT m. SCENE L 
A MounT in the Woop,. 


DRUIS and BARDUS. 


Bar, IHE fly; alas! our nobleſt Britons 71 
Dru. Sure thou miſtak*'t—ſuch heroes 
ne'er can fly! 
Bar. From hence behold : fee how their banners 
; | 4 WP 
The richeſt ſtandards dragg*d along the field, 
Or left inglorious to the conqu'ring toe. 
Nearer and nearer to theſe ſhades they come, 
Whilſt P:#s and Saxons gaul the ſcatter'd rear. 
Dru. Let us away, and try the power of ſpeech ; 
And, if we can, Britannia's ſhame prevent. 
O thou! the ſtay, the friend of virtue, guide, 
Nor let poſterity have aught to blame Yi} 
From Arthur's deeds! O let his tow'ring ſoul 


Her dignity maintain, nor yield to ſlaves. 


SCENE IlL.—4s Oren FiELD. 


Enter WITHGAR and PICTUTIUS, with 


| | ſeveral ſoldiers, _ 
© Pi. Where—where this boaſted ſiren gth—this 
art of war? - 
No !—by the gods each faithful Pia adores, 
He has no worth. Such monarchs fit for ſlaves! 
'T were better for the cauſe if he had died 
=Y wu diſhonour, than „ this day. 


(Exeuat) 


With. 
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With. Thou haſt no temper ; recolle& thy mind. 
Do'ſt thou not ſee that ruin is at hand, 
To cruſh the freedom which Britannia boaſts, 
If we but fan the rage, that fires her ſons 
To diſcord and rebellion ? Let Modred fly, 
And let his menial bands expoſe their ſhame; 
Better for us. What is it Arthur gains? 
Or vict'ry, or defeat, his country falls. 


Enter MOD RED. 


Mod. Bravely, Pifutius, you defend my cauſe ! 
'Twas in evil hour that I calld for cowards. 
Pict. What means the King? ; 
Med. PII tell thee what I mean, 
Know, that to thee, and to thy daſtard troops, 
We owe our late defeat. Curſe on your zeal! 
Tis empty wording, paſſive as the air. 
Pict. Take care, proud Briton, how you falſely 
| charge. 
Know, Sir, my country's honour here I bear, 
And will defend. ( Aims to draw) 


Med. | | Defend it if thou can'R; 
(They draw) 


With, Let not unſeaſonable anger part 
Allies, on whom each other's good depends. 
Why ſeek you, mighty Modred, cauſe of blame? 
The battle is not always to the brave: | | 
No troops could nobler than your own have fond. 
And for your friends the god of war will vouch. 
Arthur has nothing won. | 
Med. | + Too much, too much! 1 
My Queen, committed to the charge of Pics, 3 
a er 
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O'er whom Pictutius had the ſole command, 

Again is loſt. Had they like men behav'd, | 

This could have never been. 
. bio: „ „A bern: 

Nor, if I had, would have confin'd my care 

To her alone. Much higher charge was mine. 

What! ſhall the buſineſs of important war 

Be e' er neglected, for a changeful woman ? 
With. Of this no more. I pray you, mighty King, 


Fancy not injuries, where none can be, 


Molus alone muſt anſwer to the blame; 
He never brought her to the General's guard, 
As you commanded. | * 
Med. No? 
With. True, as I live. 
Mad. Then he's a villain too! I'm curs'd indeed 
Where ſhall I depend? Beſt my claim forego, 
And leave to Arthur crowns, and faithleſs men. 


(Exit) 
Pict. He's rous'd. 


- With. But *tis by jealouſy and fear, 
Nothing more. 82 554 
Pi. I tell thee, He's not fit to reign. 


With. Nor ſhall he long. Proceed, all will be right. 
The foes purſue not. We'll again entrench, 
And act defenfive, till the moment come. 

Near to this place the learned Druis lives, 
Whom Arthur values, and to whom he truſts 
Higheſt concerns. This, Molus has declar'd. 
Him, we muſt try to pamper, ere *tis late : 
We'll 8 the beſt promote their country's ruin. 


22 Pia. 


— 
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Pic. The taſk be mine to ſeize. A chalan band 


Will beſt ſucceſs inſure. 

With. For Malus wait. 
Entruſted with the charge, he tries to gain. 
Such men can watch, and with fair ſpeech deceive. 
His orders are to have recourſe to force, ; 
If right he can, or elſe, by trite pretence, | 
Returning loyalty to Arthur vow. 
{far ang means $6 bring him to our camp. of; 

 (Bxeunt} 
Enter M O L US. 
A. From whence this ſtrange uneaſineſs of mind? 


Should aught diſturb me, when my fortune ſmiles ? 


Druis and Bardus are my priſoners now 

(Yes, thank my ſtars, I have ſucceeded there, 

By kind miſtake of theirs. "Twas fortune's _ 
The haughty Queen is alſo in my power. 

What hinders then, but I complete defign ? 
Revel in tranſport, and in dear ambition. 

Let me ſee ; If Medred ſhould $ length prevail. | 
My peace is ſure. Then nothing more remains, 
But that I proſper with my — ul king, 

If he regains the throne.— But Ga van Ives ! : 
There's the reflection that prevents my peace. 


(Payſer) 
( E it) 
He retuens with the QU EF N, (undifguifed ) 


Mol. Madam forgive. I have ſubdu'd my Same 
And let that beauty which adorns you ſtill, 


Q * Anſwer 


Revenge is ſweet, and ſweet revenge is mine. 


5 


— — — 8 
2 


a 


— 


— — — _ 
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Anſwer my crime, if love can be a crime 
Henceforth you'll find me all that you defire, + 


Ready to conduct you to your lawful Lord. 


Qu. Actions alone muſt prove thy words ſincere, 

I have been much deceiv'd by thee, by all; 
By all but him whom I ſo baſely wrong'd. 

Mol. Truſt me, my liege, I labour for your peace. 
The King has pitch'd his camp in ſight of ours, 
Juſt by that neighbouring wood. Now is the time, 
That I elude the guards, and bear him to you. 

24. But can'ſt thou gain me his nn too? 

Mol. Yes, I dare promiſe. _ 
Come then, lead the way; 


Ne. 
Whate'er enſues, I can't more wretched be. 
(Exeunt) 


SCE N E IL—Azrnys 8 Camp. 


ARTHUR, HOEL, CADOR, GALVAN, 
CONSTANTINE, and ſeveral Offers affembled, 


Soldiers on Guard. 


Arth. Britons, I thank ye all. Ye ſtill are men! 
Juſtly deſerving every wreath ye claim. | 
And thanks to ye, our faithful, brave allies ! 
We're much indebted to your noble worth. 

Live high in fame, and ſhare our Britiſh love. - 
Hi. Enough of thanks; we are indebted more; ; 
'Tis, glory to eſpouſe the cauſe of liberty. 

Arth. Dangers and fatigue encreaſe upon ye. 
How much it pains me when I think of this, 
Good heaven knows. Perhaps I am the cauſe? 
And ſtill revive the lengthen'd rage of war ? 


The ſoul, relaxing "midſt the body's age, 
Fails 
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Fails with my years. The faculties decay, 
And I'm unable to defend my country. 
If thus it be, I would my crown reſign, 
And fit ſucceſſor name. His ſtronger arm, 
His health of youth, may o'er our foes prevail. 
Conſt. Whilſt Arthur breaths, no other prince ſhall 
O'er Britons. - e 6 
Omnes. None! None other prince ſhall reign, 
Arth. 1 mean no leſs than for the public good. 
How fit ſoeꝰ er to age repoſe may be, 
I ſeek it not, whilſt yet my country bleeds, 
Let life go down with glory to the grave 
But let my country ſuffer nought from me. 
Galv. To you, ſhe owes, what yet remains of life, 
Of liberty and Juſtice. Leave her not, 
Certain no other can maintain her cauſe. 
Cad. Torn by invaders, and unnatural ſons, 
Her freedom drooping, on the brink of ruin, 
What mortal: wiſdom but your own can fave? 
Arth. Well, be it ſo. Again Ill wave the thought, 
But I conjure, by all that's juſt and dear, 
That if my ſubjects find my {kill to fail, 
In what is needful to reſtore their peace, 
Another, abler, may be found to reign ! 
Time now will have us ſpeedy in reſolves, 
One moment loſt may cauſe an age of pain. 
Cad. Whilſt Modred lives, we ne'er muſt think of 
e ce. | 
Arth. Soldiers, is ſuch your thought ? are ye for 
war? 5 
Sold. We only live for Britain, and for you. 
LG O 2 Arth. 
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Arth. Slight's the advantage which we lately gain'd; 
The fugitives, in ſtronger holds encamp, _ 
And brave our arms; but fear ye nought from this, 
Collect your welktry'd courage, and prepare 
For briſk aſſault. Ere long we'll. give command 
And if ſueceſs the certain conqueſt yield, - 
Our gratitude ſhall recompence your deeds. 


Sold. Let Arthur live, and none but Arthur reign. 
(All retire except Arthur and Hoel) 


Arth. My friend, there's ſomething that diſturbs / 
me here. 4g (Strikes E Ke 
Public calamity, and private wo, 
Should now, methinks, be all familiar to 1 
I've known them long. But oh my end! my 
M friend! _ 
ws - Can I no comfort give, to eaſe your paint 
My life, and kingdom, are devoted to you. 
Arth. J might forget the faithleſs Guinever, 
And ev'n forgive the uſurper of my throne, 
Or look with temper on invading foes, | 
Saxons and Pits, But now, tho? youth return 
Tho? ev'ry wiſh of glory fir d me on 
To certain conqueſt, and eternal fame; 
No mortal aid the ſure relief could bring. 
Nor wonder you, when Druis is à traitor! 
Ho. Druis, on whom your ſoul ſo much relied? | 
Arth. The ſame the ſame, I trembled at the news. 
If confirmation. fix the ſad report, 4 
There is no truth on earth. She's fled from men, 
And all that ſpeculiſts of leiſure tell, 5 11 
Is empty ſuppoſition : Nothing more. 


Without a friend, how could I bear with life, 5 
8 er- 


AR PT R U A. 213 
Perplex'd as mine? The balm of friendſhip gave 
Nameleſs delight: My better thoughts were free. jþ 
I held the world unworthy to receive, 


And truſted but to Druis——Darkeft "7 
Come let me ſeek the deathful battle's rage, 


And never aim at n more. (ene 7 


Enter QUEEN and MOLUS. 


Mol. This is the tent; and lo he vonder walks 
With Hoel, fair Armorica's brave King. 

22. They part, and Arthur moves this way; 
What ſhall I do? O gracious heaven aid. 


ARTHUR enters ; they beth proſtrate before him. 


Arth, Who are theſe? Traitors and pretending 
friends ? | 
We want not homage from ſuch dangerous flaves— 
Ariſe, Motus, or I miſtake the man. a 
Mo eo in repeated crimes, rebellion's ſtain ; 
1 dare to ſeek for mercy at your hand, 
And now repenting, to iny duty come. Ee. 
Arth. Wretched indeed—but haſt thou heard of 
Druis? 
Mal. My Liege! he's with your enemies combi d, 
1 left him in their camp; with Bardus too. 
Arth. I charge thee on thy life the fact declare. 
Is he in their camp? | 
Mel. As I live, tis true. 
4rth. We give thee life—thou'rt but a dwarf in 
| crimes, | 
Compar'd to Druts—How deceiv'd my ſoul! 
Mol. I long have wanted to retrieve my faults, 
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By telling what I know, but power prevail'd, 

And Modeed hinder'd ev'ry firm reſolve. 

My Liege has other traitors near his board. 
Arth. Say who? | 


Mal. . Gatven! who ſuch courage boaſts, 

. Arth, Ah! 

Mol. Tho? you forbade, the Queen was Mil 
receivd 


By Druis, and invited to his ods 
She lately fed from Modred in diſguiſe. 
Expreſsly order'd to purſue her there, 
I went, I found; but on return was met 
By Galvan, and he robb'd me of my charge. 
Arth. Galvan and Druis, traitors to their King! 
Why ſhrinks not nature at the horrid change? 
Mol. Soon as our camp came nearer to his ſeat, 
Druis withdrew, and now has join'd your foes. 
Arth. Yes he was abſent when I ſought him laſt ; 
How well his tamper'd Bardus could diſſemble. 
But yet my country calls O my full heart. {Exit) 
Mel. Twas nicely done—report had reach'd him 
firſt, 
And ſmooth'd the way. This I contriv'd aright ; 
My fortune ſmiles. Now for the wary Queen. 
| ( Turns is her) 
Remain, my Liege, the King will ſoon return 
To bleſs you with forgiv Joy compleat ! 
[ (Exit 
Ou. Alas! I nothing heard that promis'd ſo ; | 
But whilſt they talk'd, ſtrange ſtupor ſeiz'd my ſenſe, 
And baniſh'd recollection. He'll not forgive, 
Or if he does, it ne'er can reach to more; 


Such 
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Such noble ſouls muſi ſtill abhor the vile.— 
Yet will I try—kind nature may befriend. 
O for the ſoft perſuaſive voice of love, 
That I might rouſe him into fond deſire; 
Pleaſing remembrance of our former joys! 


Enter CONSTANTINE. | 
Conſt. The godlike prince no other blade muſt wield, 


(Goes into the tent, and brings out a ſuord) 
Tis temper'd well -m lucky in my ſearch. 
Tis honour ev'n to touch what Arthur wears. 
How much his country t to this falchion owes. 
(Sees the Queen) 
Madam! Thoſe features I remeniticr well. 
You were once a Queen—honour'd in Britain; 
Qu. But now contemn'd, and ſpurn'd by all, I rove 
To alk compaſſion from my injur'd Lord. | 
Can'ſt thou conduct me to him? 
Conſt. That were wrong. 
You was the cauſe of this unnatural war, 
And have diſturb'd the monarch's peace of mind. 
Live then forgot by me, by all, who Arthur love. 
(Exit 
| N. Tis ſo. Sure Malus meant but to deceive. f 
What other could I hope from ſouls like theſe !. 
For ever teeming with ſome black deſign, 
I wear no raiment to diſguiſe me now, 
Vet none that paſs will own; ſo much I'm chang'd. 
O life! how gladly would I lay thee down, 
Were 1 but ſure of refuge in the grave 


Alas! what refuge can ſuch wretches find? 
(Sits down) 


9 This 
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This the effect of perjury and wrong! (xa 
I cannot reſt—Was it a voice that call'd ? 
The day has hardly paſs'd his noon ; yet night, 


Darkeſt night, ſeems ſpread on all—O peace! peace! 
| (Sits down). 


{Mii CADOR and GALVAN, 


Galv. He paſs'd me filent, nor vouchſaf d a nod. 
Cad. Tis highly ſtrange, and ſome event forbodes. 
Galv. The God, who made and ſearches aue, 
knows mine 
She never wrong d my country or my King; 
Nor ſhall ſhe ſtart, whate'er event enſues. © 
Cad. Virtue will ever have her foes on earth, 
And cowards ſeek. to undermine the brave. 
Some ſland'rous tongue, ſome n 8 Fel ought 
Is at the root of this. | 
Galv. No matter—I'l to war, | 
My country's foes ſhall my reſentment feel, 


Enter CONSTANTINE, 


Conſt, The troops are on their march; the camp's 
to ſtay, 
The better to deceive the wary foe. 
For Galvan I have news. You ſtand ampeath'd,. 
Of treaſon to our Ming. Your old brigade 
My father is to lead. So Arthur wills. 
Gatv, Let the King's will be done. Thy hand, my 
friend 
Go lead my ſoldiers on to new renown. | 
Tell them that Galvuan lives, and lives the ſame. 
We have not time to talk of juſtice now. 
Cad. 
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Cad. 1 know the brightneſs of thy foul will ſhine 


Thro every cloud which malice forms. Farewel! 
(Exeunt Cador and fon) . 


Galv. So near, and not to be engag'd, is death. 
I cannot ſtay—my injur'd country calls | 
I'll place me in the rank of ſome brave men, 
That will not grudge to let me ſhare their fame. 
' Exit 

Qu. New miſchiefs riſe. All 9 1 
The ſons of hell are buſy in devices. 
From what theſe noble friends in ſpeech let fall, 
The traitor Malus muſt have ſomewhat forg d, 
That gives the monarch an unkind ſuſpicion. 
If there be truth on earth, ſure Galvan ſhares. 
But I have now no right to think of truth; 
L left her, when I wrong'd the beſt of men. 5 
Thy ſting, O guilt! creates eternal pain. 


Enter MoOLUS. 


A Ae with theſe miſgiving thou _ ! 
Am I more blameful than the reſt of men ? 
No; each is for himſelf, throughout the world ; 
Layman and prieſt, in ths are both the ſame, 
Yes, were it poſſible to trace the ſcale, 
From Him who rifes Monarch of the World, 
To the poor ſlave that licks his maſter's foot, 
All have their ends. The law by man was made, 
And they're but little rogues that law can reach. 
I mark the various cheats of private life, 
See by what means the lucky fav'rites gain 
Wealth and poſſeſſions. Ah! the Queen yet here. 
What if I indulge my flame All is ſtill; 

The 
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The camp is left the warriors ſeek their fate. 
Tis prudent to be always trying mine. yt 
( Approaches to the Queen) 
In me, my Liege, behold your faithful ſlave. 
Qu. A ſlave thou art, to every thought that's mean. 
From hence begone !—T'll be no more deceiv'd. 
Mol. The king, to fight call'd haſtily away, 
Could not have leiſure to addreſs you then, 
It — 3 he will ere night return. 
Qu. N 
Mol. 20 beauty, more than majeſty confounds, 
The thunderer's conſort darts not brighter eyes, 
Than Britain's Queen — They command ſweet love. 
24. Degenerate man! to treaſon dar'ſt thou add 
Such foul attempt Thou monſter ! fit for hell. 
(He ſtrugglet with her. Draws his ſword, which ſhe 
| awwreſts from bim. He then leaves ber. 
Qu. More happy had I ſtabb'd him to the heart. 
Such villains breathe infection where they go. 
But what am I, that theſe dare wound my peace? 
Authority attends my ſtate no more. 
Virtue alone can majeſty preſerve. 
I fooliſh ſlighted, and ſhe fled from me. (Weeps) 
Long I may weep, but tears will ne'er avail; 
The warmeſt waſh not out ſuch ſtains as mine. 
| ( Looks at the ſword) 
With hi, J will not part; it may betnend, / 
If reſolution has not left me too. | 
(Takes a phial from 7 pocket) 
I'm doubly arm'd. This chryſtal globe contains 
The friendly juice, to ſet the wretched free 
But ſtay I am not yet prepar'd to die. 
RO Once 
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Once more I'll wander to the peaceful ſhades, 
Where Druis lives. He ſhall aſſiſt my ſoul, (Exit) 


Enter MOLUS. 
el. Unlucky! I have loſt my —_—_ They're 


ne. 
Druis, and Bardus, reſcu'd from my guard, 
No matter—ſince my chance will have it ſo: *' 
It only alters, not deſtroys my ſchemes—— 
But where's my ſword ! I am defenceleſs now. 
The 2zeer has ſurely taken't—Even ſo. 


This too, no matter, ſince ſucceſs is mine. 
(Shouts at a diftance J 


Ha! yonder file the ſhouts of victory. 

Now is the time to play my winning cards : 
Whoe'er the victors, I muſt hail them joy. (SI 
There's no diſtinguiſhing from airy ſound, | 
What muſt I do?—Miſtake will fatal prove. 
Perhaps *tis lacky that I have no ſword ; 

I ſhall the ſooner be believ'd a friend; my 
And for excuſe, invention ſcarce will fail, (ib) 
Again, and nearer : timely luck 1s all. C 
PII to my ſcouts, and try. Here's none to blame, 
And future cenſure will be loſt on me. (Exit) 
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'ACT Tv. | SCENE L 
The Woop. 


| DRUIS and BARDUS, 


Dru. H. charming liberty to Britiſh minds! 
The generous paſſion kindles at our birth, 
Grows with our years, and with our ſtrength . N 
Bar. My ſad miſtake might have more fatal been. 
Drs. Nay, we were both deceiv d yet fortune 
ſmil'd. 
The * gave us partly joy 
For if our friends the 1 had — do's 
Sure Britain muſt have fall'n Her fate, alas! 
Reſts on the actions of this ſingle day. 
Bar. To Gatvan's a we our freedom owe. 
Dru, Yes, worthy man! He bears a noble foul; 
Virtue and valour join to make him great. 
Bar. The ſun is haſting to the weſtward ſhores, 
Shall we the ode of ſacrifice prepare? | 
Dru. In ſilent thought the fit devotion pay. 
Our boſoms now too much diſturb'd for ſong. 
Who knows but freedom is from Britain gone, 
O power divine! to be depriv'd of means, 
To worſhip thee, as reaſon tells us beſt, 
| Wounds keener than the mortal ſting of death. 
(Noiſe) 
Bar, The battle's fury ſpreads too near theſe ſhades, 
Dru, Sure *twas the claſh of arms, 


3 
Euter 


a2.\ 
ARTHUR on! 


Eu QUEEN. 

1 ee What horrors rag 81 
Alas, what ſcenes of woe! Where am I now! 
Art thou not Druic, whom I thus behold 7c 

Dru. I am. 

Dus: Fly then from hence, if life thy cares 
came to ſeek thee, and implore thy aid 
Once more - but now too late.— Death is at 51 
The enemies have enter'd here hark their pas: 

Dru. Now is the moment to be all prepar'd. 
The ſoul hath need of firmeſt recollettion. 'Y 11 

24. Had but my Lord's forgiveneſs been obtain 'd, 
I might have met the fling of death compos c. 


Enter ARTHUR and Sulake 


Arth. victory we neither claim. Doubtful ſti 1 
A ſhort ceſſation will be beſt for bot. 
Here leave me now, and look for all my friends. 
1 | (Bream fldiers 


'DRUIS comes forward. 


Arth. Druis has deceiv d me too Halb n man! 
Can Britain be preſery'd, whilſt ſach her ſons? 
Corruption like a torrent ſpreads around, 4E 
And thrives in hearts that ſhould eject her bane. 

A Druis falſe! who could have thought it ſo? 

Dru. What means my Lord ?—there is no change | 

in me. 

Atb. Yes, there is change, and ſuch As good me men 

ſcorn. ' 


Report, tho from a villain' s mouth, proves true. 
Have 


- 
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Have I not eyes? That woman ſhews thee baſe. 
My orders were ſhe ſhould not enter here. 


* 1 am not to be obey d .— Tis ſo. | 
(The Queen falls en her knees) 


Lu. Oh dals not the leaſt unkind ne 
Druis i is blameleſs, I've intruded here, 
for comfort from my Lord's forgiveneſs. 
Artb. Remove aſide, and let me yet be free 
e draw 9 
How ang the compoſition of the mind. 
That ſhe can bear with ſuch perplexing doenes, 
As frequent open on the ſtage of life. 
The ſweets of joy, and ſtings of pain confoand; 
| Reaſon, tho% ever active, ſometimes fails. | 
Enter HOEL and Officers.-- 
: He. May liberty and godlike Arthur live! 
Arth. We thank 3 you for your ſervices to-day. 
Ho. For one brave man, or I had been n no more. 
7 e ſingle arm of Galvan fav'd my life. 
nobler Briton owns not your command; 
And information hath belied him much. 
Arth;' Would it were ſo! Better for Britain's peace, 
That I ſhould be ſo weak to be deceiv'd, 


Than e or 1 7 friend, N falſe. But ſee! 
(Points: to the Queen) 


Euter CONSTANTINE, with Suldiers bearing his 
Father's Body. 


Conſt. Here gently lay him at the . feet— 
He lov'd his country; for his country died! 

Arth. We mark your love, young Prince. Peace 
9351 to his ſhade, 


By 
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By the divinity that warm'd our ſouls * 
To deeds of war, I lov'd him; lov'd him much! 
May you, his ſon, inherit all his worth. | 
Tell us his fate. 

Conſt. Scarce had you left the right, 
When firſt the foes gave ground, and ſeem'd W b 
Till at the head of Galvan's old brigade, 

He freſhly charg'd, and mid the thickeſt ranks - 
Made dreadful way. Juſt in the heat he fell: 

An arrow pierc'd his breaſt. I ran, but late; 

He had but breath to bid me bear him off, 

And, if I ſhould ſurvive the furious day, | 
To ly his body proſtrate at your feet. (Weeps)* 

Artb. N — will ſoften when ſuch heroes fall; 
But tears are vain; ; they have been ſhed for cowards; 
And nobler tribute ſhould attend the brave, 

Let Cador's worth inſpire our equal deeds. 

Now be compos'd, good youth, and turn to war, 

Short the ceſſation which we have agreed; 

Ere night advance, again we meet the foe. 

Then, in the wide diſputed field, thou may'ſt 

Thy father's death revenge, and country's wrongs. - 
(The ſoldiers carrying off the body, are met by Galvan) 

Galv. Soldiers ſtay. Ve here have the in I priz'd, 

Let me the corſe ſalute, and hail him joy! 

Elyfium will proclaim his welcome there. 

He is diſtinguiſh'd in ſuperior fate, 

Happier than 11 Mo flave's deceitful tongue, 


Dar'd to 8 his fealty, or love. 
( Exeunt ſoldiert, &c.) 


(Hoel comes Jams and embraces Galvan) 


. My life's deliverer! what thanks are due! 
Galv, 


a 
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Gato. Great King, forbear, The ſons * * 
pride 
In Gehine dangers to relieve their Glands. . 
My monarch, and my country, owe you much. 


I ated but their foldier's part. No more. 


| He. Let Arthur's favour here again return, 
Pl guarantee for Druzs, and for him. | 

Arth. Come forward both. If I'm deceiv'd, ve 
But ſtrong impeachment has been brought againſt ye, 
And by a ſoldier. Malus was the man. 

Galv. Pardon me, monarch, if my auger riſe, 
My ſoul ſtarts back at that deteſted aame. 
Such villains are the cauſe of Britain's wo. | 

Arth, We have not time to make enquiry now, 
But ſeek him out; and if our arms fucceed, | 
We'll force him to declare. Give me your hands, | 
I think ye juſt, and glad ſhall prove ye ſo. 

But, Druis, mark me Whatſo er enſues, 
Let not ö have. 
Remember, this our wil. (Turns to Heel) 
Brother, {hall we view the croops? They reſt on arms, 
Ang. will expect our preſence, e er they march. 
| (Exennt Arthur, Hoel, and Conſtantine) 
Galv, I could grow vex'd Wich life; ſhe's been too 


long. 


Time was, I might have left her motley age, 


With character unſtain d. 


Dru. | And ſtill tis fo. 
Truth on your ſide, can falſehood be your dread? 
We muſt not marvel monarchs are deceiv'd, 
By artifice of little fawning flaves ! 
Look down, you'll find it ſo in private ranks, - 
Galu. 
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Galv. I have no tem aufer now that woman there, 
Is the curſt cauſe of ill! Loſt Britain's ſhame! 


Let us be gone, there's poiſon where ſhe breathes. 
| (Exit Galvan, &c. &c.) 


Ou. Unnotic'd by my Lord—the ſcorn of all. 


Hope leaves me now, and I am loſt for ever. 
(Sits down, and takes out a ſword and phial) 
Let me ſee—the bad are always cowards. 
Or this—or this—there's inſtant death in both. 
. _ (Uncovers ber breaſt ) 
Here let me ſtrike where lurks the rebel heart, 
That dar'd to languiſh with unhallow'd fires. 
( Drops the ſword) 
I cannot do't—O for ſome helping friend, 


Yet let me try. This cryſtal can't affright. 
The drops I'm told are pleaſing to the taſte, 
Give coolneſs to the mouth but to the heart, 
Heat unextinguiſhable! There's the pain! 
Death may unlock the fire that never dies, 


In ſouls like mine. Oh I am fick with fear 
* (Sets down the Pbial) 


Enter MOL US. 


Ml. Or right, or wrong, I am with Modred now; 
Conqueſt to-day ſeems brightening on his fide; 
The truce, tho” I advis'd it, ſuits him not 
So much as Arthur ; but it wo'nt be long. 
Both armies are ſo near, they join in ſpeech, 
And challenges from every quarter come.— 
How well for me, that I have peace ſecur'd, 
Which way ſoe' er the doubtful day may turn.— 
Miſgiving thought ! why doſt thou haunt me ſtill? 
Shall I not baſk me in a prince's ſmile! 


P And 


— na WR IEEE ae 
ES — ——— 
3 was — —— — 2 = 


* — — — — —ñ—U— — — — — 
— r — 
— - 


And wealth ſhall buy the buſy rabble's word. 
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The ſurly 'few may hate me in their hearts, 

But what of that? *Tis nothing to the bold 
The Queen! I ſaw her not—all pale as _ 
What's to be done ?—perhaps ſhe only feigns ! 


Bell not to try, but haſte and tell the King. C it) 
| (The ſcene falls) 


SCENE U. Another Pakr of the Woop. 


MODRED, WITHGAR, PICTUTIUS. 
Med. What if we offer terms? | 


With, It would be wrong 
If Modred means to reign, 
Pia. | No, by the gods, 


That were ſubmitting much beneath your fame. 
Mod. There are no hopes of victory to our cauſe. 
Pict. The brighteſt hopes, if reſolution warm, _ 

But if ſhe cool, in noble breaſts like yours, 

What can the courage of our troops avail? | 

; With. The friends of Arthur leſſen every hour, 

Nor can they be by freſh recruits ſupply'd; 

Whilſt you, have yet an army uneſſay'd, 

That waits but for command, to crown your 
Mod. Had 10 Queen thy healing ſpeech might 

pleaſe, 

And keen reven ge make future conqueſt ſure. 5 
With. No doubt ſhe lives, and lives alone for you. 

She flies your preſence but to try your love. 

Gods! ſhe has charms, that might inſpire the world, 

With thirſt of Glory. Had the lot been mine, : 

I wonld have brought a Cæſar from his throne, 


If he had dar'd to rab me of poſſeſſion. | wt 
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Mod. wel fare thee cid; there's granny in thy 
211177 us, 0 

And thou haſt rous'd me into new deſire. 

The puny dotard muſt but dream of love: 

He ſhall relinquiſh all. Advance we then 

To meet t him inſtant, and the light renew. 


Enter MOLUS. 


Mol. Illuſtrious Monarch Happineſi is yours, 
The Queen now waits you with returns of love. 
Med. Keep me not impatient. Tell me where? 
Mol. If my Lord wills, I'll lead you to the place. 
Mod. Go forward then, nor ſtop me with thy 
- ſpeech. (Exeunt Modred and Melus 
With. As the twig, pliant ; if-the means be right, 
We have him ſure—his ruin is at hand, 
And Cenric ſhall o'er Britain bear his ſway. 
Pict. If he had yielded now, all muſt have gone, 
And Pi&s and Saxons would have ſchem'd in vain. 
With. It yet behoves us to confirm our plan. 
In Druis, and in Bardus, we have fail'd. 7 
Priſoners they were, but reſqu'd by their friends. 
There we have loſt advantage, but not much : 
In next occaſion, other thoughts will come. 
Pict. But what reſolve we now? 
With. | Oiur care muſt be, 
Soon as the furious battle is renew'd, 
That Britons {till to Britons be oppos'd. 
Whilſt eagerly each other they deſtroy, 
We proſper moſt. Nor will it needful be, 


TY r our troops on danger, tho* they're wave. 
' P 2 7 ict. 
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Pict. Shall I attend him now, whilſt Molus talks, 
Leſt change ſhould catch him on her ary wing, 
And ſpoil our aim ? 

With. Of ſmall importance yet. 
Let them converſe, for Molus is our own ; 

As much corrupted as a flave can be. | 

Pict. I like him not; he is to nothing true. 

With. No matter; he is uſeful to our cauſe. 
The nation, that would other realms ſubdue, 
Muſt not depend on martial ſtrength alone; 

But timely wiſe, the ſurer means purſue, 

Of treachery, in rebel natives there. PIE 
Doft thou not think, if Britain had been dear 
From ſons degenerate, that confine their faith, 
To ſelf alone, but ſhe had yet been free? 

No foreigners would long have triumph'd here. 

Pict. Britannia's peace is not our purpoſe now; 
Warn'd by examples that have wrought her fall, 


Her eee er muſt better frag purſue, 


——o-- 


(Excunt) 


SCENE III. The n in a $1001. 
MODRED and MOLUS /anding by her. 


Mod. Tis ſhe—but alter'd as the fading roſe, 
Life hath not left her yet—ſhe ſoftly breathes. 

24, O ſweet deception, why ſo ſoon remov'd ? 
Sure I have walk'd on bright elyſian plains, - 
Where angels dwell. Such harmony and peace. 
But ſouls like mine can have no welcome there! 
Our portion, earth's low ſcenes, or deeper hell. 


A*. Fair Empreſs of my heart IT" 
"Tis 
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"Tis Modred think of nought but love tis I. 


She knows me not — ind Molus lend thy aid. 
(7 raiſe 4 


Ou. With Modred: and with Molus /—be it ſo. 
Where'er I am 1s of ſmall moment now. 
My peace is gone for ever. Arthur frowns, 
Nor will his injur'd boſom ere forgive. (Weep) 
Med. Can Guinever forget her Modred's love? 


Qu. Thoſe trifles there—do reach them to me. 
(She points to the ſword and pia 


O do not rob me of them they are friends. 
. (They give them) | 

N ow you may lead me on no matter where. 
| 0 


Enter DRU IS and BAR D Us. 


Dru. In happier times, who could have thought 
e 
That theſe calm ſhades ſhould prove the ſeat of war, 
Where Britain's freedom muſt revive, or die? 
How weak the knowledge which we vainly boaſt, 
From learning's page? All is uncertain here, 
And providence our further ſearch forbids. 
What ſhall we do? No ſafety in this place. 
Bar. Yet undiſturb'd the inner groves remain, 
The temple unpoluted 
Dru. Fn Thither we'll go, 
Our prayers ſhall riſe for Arthur, and his friends. 
Bar, Fain would I offer incenſe as of old. 
Dru. That cannot be. Our tribes are all diſpers'd; 
This day's confuſion darkens every ſcene, 
Reſt then, till time ſome alteration bring. 
_ .. Accurs'd 


-- 
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Accurs'd rebellion, ſeven lung years has rag'd, 
And ſhook our freedom, more than pagan foes. 
Now on the brink, determination waits; 
If mighty Arthur ſhall again ſucczed,, | 
All may be well: But if the hero falls, * 
Then muſt Britannia foreign laws receive; 
Our ſocial cuſtoms our religion 3 ri 
Bar. Forbid it heaven ! — 
Dru. Meakneſs to dupond 
There's 2 at 2 for N len ſevere. 


7 


* LH 


Enter GALVAN and CONSTANTINE., : 


Galv, It were below a Briton, to lament 

The fate of parents, who ſo greatly die. 

*Tis nobleſt honour to have ſprung from ſuch! 

Be this your boaſt, and riſe to equal fame. 
Conſt. My meſſage now. _ Behold kind Druis here. 

Molus again deſerted, clear's the proof. 

Our godlike monarch, ſenſible of wrong 

Intended by the ſlave, receives ye both, | 

And would his raſh ſuſpicion be ſongot. 0 
Dru. With me, tis vaniſh'd as the paſſing choad, 
Galv. Far more than this ould not have hook 

my faith, 
I love my country, Arthur is her ſtay! 5 
Conſt. Farewel. Kind heaven ſend us brighter 2 . 


(Exit) 
Calv. The youth inherits all his father's tout... 
Dru. By that more fit to wear Britanma's crown, 
For ſuch his lot, if freedom be maintain'd. 
And he the danger of the war ſurviye. 
_ Galp, I gueſs'd it ſo. Thou know'lt the CLF TA 
will, C Dru. 


— 
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. Galv, May liberty and Arthur live! 
- Where wilt thou ſeek retreat from danger now? 
I would attend thee, —_ our country calls | 
To action. 
Dru. She _ need of ſuch as you. 
Think not of me, I ſhall aſſylum find; 
Within my temple's verge. If Arthur fall, 
My Life will be a painful burthen then, 
Go you and proſper. If we meet again, 
*Tis well—if not, let the ſurvivor bear 
Our laſting friendſhip in continual mind. 
(They ſalute) 
Cabs, This be our vow. Sure ſome diſorder ſpreads, 
| (A naſe) 
Or Pm by noiſe deceiv'd. Stript of command, 
have no band to form. Any rank for me. 


(C ving) 
Enter H O E L. 
Ho. Fatal diſorder ſpreads amongſt our troops, 
And Galvan's fam'd brigade promote the cauſe. 
For Arthur's fake advance: you yet have power. 


Enter SOLDIERS rudel. 


Seld. We heed no threats. We know our general 
lives, 
And whilſt *tis ſo, no other chief we'll have. 
There's glory whereſoe'er we follow him. 
Save you Galvan Long live our general. (Shout) 
Galv. Softly my boys. Such conduct is to blame. 
"Tis mutiny ; that puniſhment deſerves. 1 
I know your love for me, and prize it high, i 
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But ſince our monarch has withdraws. command, 
It is the duty of us all to yield. 
Be Britons ſtall; be brave. To murmur, re 1 
Tho' not yourchief, I will amongſt ye rank, 
And ſhare your actions, as in former fields. 
Enter CONSTANTINE. 
Conſt, The monarch bids you, Galvan, __ com- 
7 mand, a 
And haſle to calm the tempers of your men. 
Confuſion, if not ſtopt, will fatal prove 
To Britain's cauſe. 
Sold. Long live great Arthur—we'll deſerve his ſmile, 
(Exeunt with Galvan) 
Ho. All will ſubſide, ſince Galver is reſtor'd. 
Inſtance of high affection this in men. 4 
Tho? blameable, in fact we muſt admire. 

Conſt. Us'd to this gen'ral in their former fights, 
Each loves him, as himſelf. They know his Way, 
No danger but he gallantly partakes. 

Ho. In every nation, we ſhall find it fo. 

One wiſe, and gallant chief, a number makes, 
Brave as himſelf, The patriot virtues riſe 
From individuals—thence convey'd to crowds. 
(Exeunt) 
(Druis and Bardus come forward) 

D Each hero now the full employment finds. 
Mark'd thou the ſtranger king, how bright he ſhone, 
And how he warm'd whilſt Ga/van was his talk ? 

Bar. I did. There's majeſty in all his looks. 

Dru. Yes, he is worthy of the noble line 
To which he ſtands by birth ally'd, Oftimes 

| Oe 


A Rn THU k 233 


Our glorious monarch has eſpous'd his cauſe, 
Againſt domeſtic and invading foe . 
He, in return, the friendly ſuccour bring... 
And ſuch his troops, they gain immortal — 4 

Bar. Tve heard that. Arthur — len flew, 
And FleePs kingdom from rebellion freed. 
Dru. Twas fo. If like ſucceſs await him her, 

If Modred feel the — avenging blow. 
Happy for Britain] happy for-mankind !-- 
But eome, we'll move. The martial ſounds ariſe. 
All ſeems approaching to the great 1 9 
A People ruin'd, or a res ad; 


| "ud of the Fourth 45. 5 e 
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"ACT v. SCENE I 4 
An Orin Lawn. 
Enter MODRED, WITH GAR, PICTUTIVS, 
and MOLUS, 
Med. A chou ſure ſhe's well? FA 
Mel. Her looks deck it. 
Med. And guarded fafely? 4 age Fe 
Mal. On my life he's te. | 
Mad. Then for the fight Prepares, What 25 
my friends? 
With. That certain conqueſt waits to hail you Jos 


Pict. The ſoldiers call impatient for their King, 
Their well-try'd courage more undaunted grows. 


Med. 


Ereunt) 
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- Mod. Proceed we then: The line of battle form. | 


Ourſelf and Malus in the front will lead. 
Thine be the centre, Withgar: In the rer 
Let brave Pictutius be. If action change, 
Let each collect his prudence, and be firm. | 
Now I am all revenge! Juſt fury warms! ! 

In ſpite of fate, the Srorthieſt fal ſhall reign; 

And more than reign, for Guinever ſhall love! 


| Comme on come on the cool ceſſation ends! 


tl oem | 7 (Excunt.)' 
MOLUS returns. 


Mol. I iſ to arms, tho? dreadful prove A ſcene, 
Commanded to the front - there's danger there, 
And what have I to do with danger now? 

If Madred victor be, my fortune's made; 

Nor is it leſs, if Arthur win the day. — 
If I my life ſhould loſe, I loſe my all. - 


is ſo. Invention ſome excuſe muſt frame. 


Enter G A LVA N. 


What! art thou unarm'd ? A is te upkind., 
I cannot ſtrike thee, ſince I find it ſo: 

Juſtice in fight is Vn to villains due. 

I knew thee from afar, but thought not this, 

Or had not left 1 my Tine. *Twould meanneſs be, 
To take thee at*fuch odds. Sneak to thyſelf, - 
All worthleſs as thou art. If virtue ve, . - 
Thou ſurely can'ſt not vengeance long eſcape, _ 

e , (Exit) 

Mel. 


z 
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Mol. Hot, very hot ; but tis in vain to me; 
His threats mere ſound, if I my purpoſe. gain. 
The Queen to guard—well recollected.troth— 
Nobleſt pretence to anſwer all my aim. (Zit) 


SC ENE I —4 TENT in the Woop. - 7 
The QUEEN alone. 18 


Qu. Vain flattering hope! why ſo perplex my ſoul? ? 
Away—away—there is no comfort now. | 
"Tis paſt—'tis paſt. This, this alone remains. 
(Holds up the phial) 

Hari B noiſe voice of inhuman war! 
How curs'd the cauſe the cauſe perhaps is me 
Britannia's ruin ſprings from crimes like mine 

| (Enter MOL US) . 
For ever interrupted by the vile, 
There is no end of pain. Forbid to die, 
What can I do? Sure fate is too ſevere. (Weeps) 


Aol. Why thus deſpond, my a tis mine to 


ard, 

And ſafe to reſcue from impending woes. 
The careleſs ſoldiers have forſook their charge, 
And left you thus to danger. Whence their flight? 

Qu. They kindly left me to myſelf alone, 
As J implar'd. © would'ſt thou do the ſame! 

Mol. It is my duty to protect you here. 

(Taler up a jav ling) 

The coward dogs have left their armour too. 
My ſhield this lance ſhall be. My life is yours, 

. Monſters are ſometimes kind. O leave me now. 

(Nei ſ⸗ 

Mol, The tumult of the battle bears this way. "w 
| Enter 
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| | Enter MODRED. 


Mod, I miſs'd thee from thy rank, and ſtraight 
Art thou not faithful to me? 
Mol. Whild l ww, 
But ſee the ſoldiers have forſock their poſt, 
And left the Queen unguarded. Duty bade 
That I remain, and fit aſſiſtance lend. 
Mod. Forgive unkind ſuſpicion. True thy zeal, 
And to thy care that treaſure I commit, 
Till conqueſt crown our wiſh. The moment t comes, 


With Eving kurels to reward my friends. | | 


5 Enter CONSTANTINE. 
Conſt. 1 ſaw the tyrant hither bend his way, 
But yet, permitted to eſcape, he lives, J 
Till vengeance ſtrike him from ſome nobler arm. 


Thou art his minion, and I mark thy charge. 
(Looks at the Queen) 


| Ml. It is for Arthur that 1 keep this guard. 
His royal pleaſure hath decreed it ſo. 
Whatſoe'er my faulty principles of old, 
I now am chang'd, and yield to Arthur's reign. 
The Queen, reſtor'd, enjoys the monarch's mile, 
Nor muſt be left to rage of hoſtile war; 
The poſt is mine. This temper'd lance ſhall reach 
The heart of him, who dares to interpoſe. | | 
Conſt. 1 knew not it was ſo. My haſte excuſe ; 
Such happy change will give to Britains joy. 
Mol. Go tell our royal maſter what thou ſeeſt, 


And more convince him of my faith ſincere, 
(Exit Conflantine) 
»Twill 


(Exit) 


AZ. T:iH: Ui _ 
"Twill do— twill dom future happineſs is ſure. 
(Turns to the Queen) 
Excellent princeſs! think of nought but peace, 
24. Say rather, dread the very worſt of ills, 
From ſlaves like thee, whom nought that's juſt can 
bind, 
Mol. Much you miſtake. Protect me all that's | 
brave! 
The man I hate ftill lives. 
(Galvan and ſeveral ſoldiers croſs the flage i in haſte) 
Lucky eſcape: 
He ſaw me not. The threat' ning ſtorm is paſt. 
How ſudden the alarm! My nerves all ſhake ! 


How faint my boſom feels! Alas, my foe! 


Enter GALVAN and Soldiers. 


Gato. Yon quarter's ſafe. Now ſeek we freſh aſſault. 


Remember, boys, that {berty's at ſtake, 
Nor can We ſave her, unleſs Arthur reign. 
(Exit, and ſoldiers) 
Mal. Some angel ſure hath been my ſhield to-day. 
Yes—yes I live—and live to triumph too. 
The noble fluid, ſwelling thro' my veins, | 
Warms me to courage, and I fear no more. 
(Shakes the lance) 
| ( A faldier croſſes the ſtage) 
Stay, fellow—whither tends thy haſte ?—tell me: 
Deſertion in thy changing look appears; 
Yet, by thy arms, thou art of Galvan's corps. 
I charge thee give reply—inſolent dog 
[Ae aims te ſtrike him with the lance, but the ſoldier, 


auarding the blow, at one ſiroke with his ſword, lays 
him at his feet, and then marches unconcernedly off) 


A Pro- 
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A Providence there is: I own it now: . 
And all who act as infamy controuls, 

Sooner, or late, eternal vengeance find. 

I have been wrong, in ev'ry ſcene of life; 
Falſe to my country! Now too late to change. 


* had 1 been on Pome virtue s ide! 
(Swoons, and dies . 


Nu. For — am I preſery'd | ? Still deeper woe! 
Horrors, too ſhocking for ſuch daſtard minds. 
All breathleſs now the guilty monſter lies. 

I cannot bear the ſight My eyes away. (Exit) 


Enter DRUIS and BARD US. 


Dru. Why rove we thus? Deſtruction rages round, 
Nor can we hope (ſuch hope in Britains mean) 
For better fate, than what our country ſhares. 

Bar. Mark how th* embattled hoſts each other drive. 
Ranks fall on ranks, and death makes dreadful way. 
Sce thro! the thade the glancing armours ſhine,  _ | 

(Claſh 7 arms) 
All ſeems confuſion now. Ah! who is this? 
(Seeing Melns deed) | 

Dru. The rebel. Molus / falb u: in evil cauſe. 
What miſchiefs to their country ſuch have brought, 
Happy for her if they were all thus low. 

Bar. To ſafer covert I muſt lead my Lord. 
Advancing here, with ſpeed ſome parties come; 


Or friends, or foes, I can't diſtinguiſh now. 
che (Leads him of) 


- SCENE 
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SCENE II.—. An Orxx of the Woop. 


Several Saxons and Picrs croſs the ſtage ; the hen 
Enter WITHGAR and PICTUTIUS. 


With. Joy to our ſchemes. All have ſucceeded well, 
And mighty Cenric's monarchy ſhall grow | 
Theſe Britains, conquer'd by their civil broils, 

To wiſer nations muſt their country yield. 

Pict. Our laurels are renew'd. The gods approve 
Our deeds ; and Pidts with Saxons long ſhall reign. | 
But are we not too haſty in retreat? _ 

The battle ſeem'd with fury ſtill to rage. 

Mitb. The time for us to move, and quit the field, 
Nor muſt we ſtop till morn, By haſty march, 
We'll try to reach the Tamar's weſtern ſhore. 

Pict. Conqueſt ſeems on Arthur's ſide to be. 

* With. © | Yes; 
But poor the triumph of ſuch victors now ! 

No ſtrength remains, to cope with foreign foes : 
And all-that Arthur or his heirs can do, 

Is but to ſeek ſome corner of the iſle, 

Whoſe barren rocks no invitation give | 
To daring ſtrangers. There they may long lament 
Their bleſſings loſt—their curs'd unnatural wars! 
Whilſt we, and our deſcendants, mount to fame, 


And, warm'd with freedom, into Brifons grow. 
(Exeunt) , 
{ Shouts, and claſhing of arm 


ARTHUR and MOD RED meet. 


Arth. More happy had I met thee long ere now; 
My bleeding country might have been reſtor'd 
To ancient freedom / Med. 
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Mod. \._ -» Thov'rt not fit to reign, 
Mere dowed now! nor will I bear thy ſpeech. 

Arth. But that my country calls me to the deed, 
Or *twould be weakneſs to attack ſuch ſlaves; 
Monſters ſo vile ſhould be by brutes deſtroy'd !_ 

Mod. Thy Queen and Empire by this ſword I 

claim!  . (They fight off the tage) 
(Soldiers paſs along, crying Victory! Victory 7 


Enter GALVAN, ſupported by HOEL and CON- 
28 © STANTINE: - — - 99. 
Conſt. At length rebellion falls, and freedom lives; 
Bleſt change, that can revive our country's peace! 
But where” s the King ? | 
Flo. Jjuſt heaven guard his age! 
Galv. I ſaw him ſwift purſue the routed foe, 
| And would have follow'd, but iny wounds forbade, 
| Soldiers! advance, and bear me to him. 
| Ho. That office ſhall be mine, nor will we part. | 


= 
: 
: 
; 
: 
: 
' 
| 
| 
| 
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Galv. Great King! ſuch condeſcenſion ſuits you not. 
Hi. The brave are worthy ſure a monarch's ſmile! 
Heroic deeds immortalize thy fame, 
And common nature binds my ſoul to thine, 
In lafting gratitude for life in danger ſav'd. | 
Gatv. Have we perform'd our parts? Is nothing left, 
That may complete the fortune of the day ? 
Conſt. The Pict, and Saxons left the bk field, 
In ranks unbroke: ſhould not their march be watch'd? 
Galv. Right what you urge, brave prince :—the 
taſk be yours (Exit Conflantine) 
. Strength fails me much: I Have r not —_— ta 
| M 
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Yet happy in my fate, at laſt ſo kind! 
Rebellion cruſ d! Britannia may revive 
Her ancient fame. What glory in the thought ! 
And bleſt her ſons, if yet great Arthur reign. 
Ho. Lean on my arm. Thy health may be reſtor'd. 
Galv. That as good heaven wills. I murmur not. 
My mortal life was ſure my country's claim ! 
And that I loſe it in her injur'd cauſe, 
Is 1 107 celeſtial. What would Britons more 


1 en (Exeunt) 


SCENE Iv EPR ParT of hh Woop. 


ARTHUR leaning againſt an Oax—The QUEEN 
kneeling before him; and at fame diſtance from them 
the body F Modred dead. 


Qu. Vouchſafe at leaſt ſome comfort, ere I die. 
I try no ſpeech to palliate my crimes. 
Guilty T am. and all I feel deſerve. 
But there is mercy ever with the brave, 
And virtue brightens at each generous deed. 
O let remembrance of my better days 
Plead for me now. When firſt we met ! when firſt 
82 fl. we low'd! e 
And when by duty, and regard Gnvere, 
I merited, and did enjoy your ſmile ! 
Arth. Peace now reſtor'd, I drop domeſtic ſtrife. 
Riſe then-my Queen: the paſt ſhall be forgot: 


Your ills are bury'd 1 in dark Modred's fall. 
N her his Band) 


Qu. This this is more than joy! my King! my 

2 Lord! LM 
How bleſt, that chance ſhowd guide me to the place, 
N Where 


oy > pe 
Pm Roy 


Jour have n the dangers of the day. 
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Where to o behold your juſtice amply crown'd, | 

And thus the glorious, kind effects to reap, 

Oh I have wrong'd you much. WV.) 
Arth. Name it no more, $ 


But chearful live, and ſhare returning peace. | 


Enter DRUIS and BAR Dos. g 
Bar. See, where beneath the ſacred oak he reſts, 


Breathing from the toil of war. 


Dru. 5 Tis him! 


Fr fate! that ſuch a life png, P 
2 f Kneel:) 


Arth. Riſe, venerable man! we know thy ſoul 
True in affection. Twas in hapleſs hour, 
* c e all is vaniſh'd now.. 9 

[ (Drainniſes) 

Dru. Let not my ——_— ſuſfer angkt —— me; 


"Twas the low-plotting of a villain's mind. 


Artb. Yes, Molus was the cauſe. He leeps forgot 


And lo ne now his perjur'd maſter hes. 


(Points to Medred) 


7 * His death, tho late, yet gen; new birth to 


peace. 

Dru. Nay more. Hritannia's — neee 
And joy {till brightens, that I here behold _ 
The royal. penitent, with looks ſo chang'd. | 

24. What guilt ſecluded, mercy has reſtor'd. |. 
Arth. Live happy all—ſuch is our hearts” true wiſh, 


But wherefore, Druis, tarry other friends? 


The gallant Hoel, Conſtantine, and Galvan; 
Y 


' 
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Dru. The news delights; but Thave ſeen them not. 
They plan, -no doubt, for our's and Britain's good. 
Arth. a they were here. 72 Bardus ſeek 
then way. . Bardus) 
Arth. N nearer, Guinever. Wen is kind, 
In thus reſtoring what has long been loſt, 5 
The fatisfaftion of united minds. (Salutes ber) | 
By this ſalute, our reconcilement lives. 
Bear witnefs, Druis. Hence let no one blame 
Paſt folly. We have deigned to forgive. 
Dru. Here cenſure ends. The Queen again re- 
ſtor'd, 
By future deeds of virtue long may reign. 
Qu. What ſhall I ſay, for bliſs ſo undeſery'd ? 
Gracious effects of goodneſs, all ſublime ! 
No words can tell what now my boſom feels. 
Such happy tranſport, and ſuch peace retin'd. 
If future conduct, can the paſt retrieve. | 
N e eine. 


Arb. | Sp * then, and happy be. 


Enter GALVAN, ſupported by HOEL. and BARDUS. 


Fo, Monarch, we hail you joy. Peace has return'd, 
Return'd to bleſs the liberty you love. 

Arth. Happy, if long ſhe ſtay. Our glory lives, 
Our fame is grafted on our people's love. 
Hath Galvan now forgot our thought unkind ? 
What weakneſs to ſuſpect a ſoul like thine! 

Galv. Enough my liege that vou believe me 

Wrong d. 


Q 2 | There 


o 
— = 
— — IT —— 
” 
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There I behold the fallen cauſe of all: (Points ta Madred) 


Was chance ſo kind to make the conqueſt yours? 
Arth. Yes; by this ſword he fell, deſperately bold ! 

And to the laſt his helliſh deeds engloſs'd, 

With dark pretence of injuries! Of right to reign ! 
Dru. His minion too, the rebel Malus fell. 
Galv. I ſtrove to make the guilty victim mine, 

But ſomething ſtill prevented. Chance unkind ! 
Qu. I ſaw him fall. A ſoldier of your corps, 

As if there ſent by vengeance, gave the blow. 

At firſt he paſt, nor ſaw the haughty foe, 

Till Melus with inſulting voice, provok'd 

His tern return. No wordy ſpeech he us d. 

But with his ſword effectual anſwer gave 


Then unconcern'dly march'd, nor leem'd enrag'd. 


The wretch ſome faint remorſe expreſs'd, then died 
Galv. Such ſlaves unnatural have been Britain's ruin. 
Dru. But hope we hence, my Lord, for better days, 
Scenes of rebellion chang'd to ſcenes of peace, 
Arth. Night comes apace. Are al our friendsarriv'd, 


Where' s Conflantine ? _ 
Galv. f He marks the foreign foes. 


But will return anon. Worthy your ſmile, 


The gallant youth behav'd. Yes, he was brave 
I ſaw his actions in the glorious field. 


Enter C ONSTANTINE and ſeveral Offer 
| and Soldiers. 
Conſt. The foreigners are haſty in retreat, 
And ſeem'd to aim the Tamar's further ſhore, 
Dru. If union bind, from theſe we've nought to 
fear. 
Arth. Thrice welcome all! ! and al our thanks 
now ſhare, Arms- 


— 
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Armoricans, ſo faithful in our cauſe, 
Their ſureſt friends let Britons henceforth ſtile. 
Now with rebellion let reſentments end. 
Let royal pardon be to all decreed, 
Returning duty liberty ſhall give 
Galv. Such noble mercy muſt ſecure your reign. 
Sold. Oh liberty! liberty! Arthur reigns. ö 
Arth. Druis, thy arm. Now let me walk that way. 
(Comes forwurd) 
My friends, with pleaſure I receive your joy: 
*Tis comfort thus to end a painful lite. 
To die midſt victory, was my earlieſt with. - 
Our age, tho far advanc'd, might {till ſupport, 
And years be added to our mortal reign, 
But fate has other laws, which muſt controul. 
Dru. What means my liege? Death does not yet 
approach. 
Arth. My ſpirits fail, and nature feels the ſtroke. 
| (Shews bis fide) 
Behold this wound : 1 know thy ſkill can tell 
If there be ſigns of cure. Speak like thyſelf; 
Truth thou haſt ever ov © — gue not now. 
Conſt. Heaven guard his life! 
Galv. And ſtill with health prolong. 
Qu. Ah me! the inſtability of bliſs! g 
How all- evanid as diſperſing clouds! 
Too vain I built on fancy's airy win 
To peace reſtor'd, I thought of = but joy; 
Of ſatisfaction from a mind reclaim'd ; 
Alas, my Lord! are we but met to part ? | 
Ho. The Queen muſt hope: There's room for 
better thought. 


The monarch has recover d many wounds. Ab. 


Seek out ſome place, where tyrants never come, AP 


246 A R T H UR. 
Aub. Druis, thy looks are chang'd, Say where · 


fore ſo? 


I charge thee ſpeak thy thought. I am 3 5 1 


Dru. Tis well, my Liege. Your diſſolution's nigh. 


I be dangerous wound is paſt all mortal cure, 


And ſoon their loſs muſt hapleſs Britons know. 
Arth. 1 gueſs'd it fo, and ſtrove but to conceal + 
Till thus our friends were met. This I receiv'd 


From Megred's arm; all-trembling in its ſtroke, 


Juſt as I reach'd his heart. More inſtant en ? 

But his as ſure. Good heaven hath decreed, 

And what 'He hath decreed, let none | 
Galv. But that my country muſt lament this day,” 

Which ſees her wiſeſt, beſt protector gone, 

Or I could ſtile it happieſt of my life z  - 


Since that with Arthur I approach the grave, 


And lay with his my martial labours down. 


Arth. Come then, brave man, together let us die. 
(Enbraces him) 


Druis, thou knoweſt my will. . Conſtantine _; 

Here in Danmonium ; and if Britons chaſe 

flim Emperor, None worthier to ſucceed. _.-. - 
Sold. What Arthur names, ſhall be to Britons = 
Artb. Remember, prince, that Britons muſt befree! 

(Speaking to C tact 


Their liberty. as laſting as their name. 


This once deſtroy d, be that for ever W 8 
If ſocial union can in time reſtore 
The vaſt encroachments of invading foes. 
Happy. Theſe, if no prudence can regain, 
Then be content; yet be for ever fre. 
Rather than forego the glorious claim, 


if 
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In Cambria, or the mountains of our iſle,  _ 

And there, collected in yourſelves, abide. 

Better, with native freedom ſo to live, 

Than yield to flavery in the richeſt ſoil. 

Conſt. 1 ſtill will dare to hope your lit ſecure. 
Arth. No, tis done. Sufficient if we've acted well. 

One more requeſt, and then adieu for ever. | 

Royal protection let the Queen enjoy. 

Forbid the public voice henceforth to blame, 

And ſtrict command that all upbraidings ceaſe. 

This be your care, if you my memory love. 
24. Oh where was juſtice when I ſtain'd my vow? 

Why was I ſuffer'd in the treacherous thought, 

To wrong ſo great, ſo wiſe, ſo good a man? 

How fad the conflict of my tortur'd mind, | 

That even mercy pains ! | (Exit) 
Arth. Not far from hence the lone Travena lies, 


That gave us birth, Could we be conducted there ? 


Or is there nearer any ſtill retreat, 
To which we might withdraw? | 
* vw... 5% There is, my liege, 
My own abode, not many ſteps from hence; 
And I'll conduct your way. Shall all attend? 
Arth. But Galvan and thyſelf; we would no more. 
Our few remaining moments muſt be paſs d 
As reaſon bids. | 
Galv. O may our ſouls in happy amber i Join, 
One parting moment bring releaſe to both £ 
Arth. Varewel: my friends. Lament not r our 
- death: 
Your country calls for fortitude, not grief. 
Remember! Britons muſt be ever free 


1 25 Gals, 
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Galv. Les, ever free! Remember this. Farewel! 
(Exeunt Arthur, Calvan, and'Druis) 


Ho. What man would live that could ſo greatly die! 
Conſt. Bleſt is the ſoul, which can on earth preſerve 
Her dignity unſtain'd! Thro' every ſcene 
The mighty Arthur ſtill ſupremely ſhone, 
For ever merciful, as ever brave. 
Ho. Pity ſuch worth could not his country be 
From lawleſs ſeizure of encroaching foes! my 
Conſt. Fate ſeem'd to have forbid ; re were 
vain: 
Union and harmony too long were 45 An 
Theſe bulwarks loſt, our realm defenſeleſs lay. 
Yet was there hope from Arthur's glorious deeds. 
Rebellion, conquer'd, might have vex'd no more, 
If he had hv'd; and from a foul fo great, 
His enemies had ſtill a vaſt to dread. . 


Enter DRUIS. 


Dru. Tis done | Britannia ſhall 8 the hour! 
The godlike ſoul has left her mortal ſphere, 
To riſe all-glorious in eternal rei | 

Bar. So 2 at the laſt? CR 

Dru. Twas even ſo. 
Unable to proceed, he fainted ſoon, 
Nor could revive, but juſt to bid farewell; 
Then preſs'd my arm, and with a ſtile—expir'd, 
The noble Gatvan, like himſelf, too died; 
Brave to the laſt, he triumph'd in his fate, 
As pleas'd to ſuffer in his country's cauſe. | 

Ho. Immortal men! Does yet the Queen ſurvive? 


Dru. She lives; but lives, alas: to greater woe. 
Grief, 
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Grief, and remorſe, now mark her for their own. 
Remaining life will be but lengthen'd pain. 

Bar. Unhappy Queen! that weakneſs could deceive! 
Her virtue gone, what can ſupport her now! 

Conſt, What ſhall we firſt e Where. are they 

laid? 

Dru. The ſoldiers bear them to my focret groves, 
Which oft the monarch's royal preſence bleſt; 
There to remain till morn. Let Bardus go, © 


And pay due honours in our ancient way. 
(Exit Bardus). 


Young Prince! the government devolves on you. 
May Britain, in your deeds, another Arthur find ! 
Conſt. Such is my with. 
Ho. And ſuch is mine ſincere. 
When e'er occaſion calls, you'll find i in me 
A kinſman and ally. 
Conſt. ö Thanks for ſuch truth. 
Your noble love ſhall be as warm return'd. 
Dru. Peace to the ſouls now gone * and peace to: 
Britain! 
Who knows but time may team with faireſt ſcenes, 
Tho” now ſhe muſt to uſurpations yield, 
Yet all the various people of our iſle, 
Hereafter may unite in intereſt and fame, 
And grown in Britiſh virtues, all be free ? 
The juſt exertion of their native ſtrength 
Will {till ſecure, ' and Britain may become 
The dread, the wonder of aſpiring foes!, 
|  Conft. There's tranſport even in the diſtant thought, 
Nor ſeems it raſhneſs to indulge the hope, 
And wiſh poſterity thoſe happier times! (Exeunt) 
| | SCENE 


—  —— —— — — » — — — 
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| SCENE V4 Grove. | 
BARDUS and his Choir fing the following 
| O D E. 


ONS of Albion! all deplore, 
Feel the ſigh of grief ſincere; _ 
Mighty Arthur breathes no more; 
Come, attend his hallow'd bier. 
Such glorious names muſt never die, 
Preſerv'd thro? ages yet to come; 

Our hearts the laſting wreaths ſupply, - 
That triumph o'er the mortal tomb. 
The godlike Prince, with juſt immortal fame, 
With virtue's ſacred lore divinely fir'd, 

Caught in his earlieſt youth the patriot-flame, 
Liv'd to his country's good, and in * cauſe n d. 


Sons of Albion grateful be, 
Lo the views of future joy ! 
Wealth and glorious liberty, 
Hence your riling themes employ. 
For theſe the godlike Arthur died, 
Your Galvan, Cador, all the brave 
That thorny diſcord might ſubſide, 
And ev Ty Briton ſcorn a ſlave. 
Then let not vice the noble purport ſpoil, 
"Tis ſteady virtue muſt your peace reſtore, 
And guard, thro? lateſt times. your happy iſle, 
Till vile ——— ceaſe, and | gralp her rights no more. 


c o- 


A 


CHORUS. 


Heav'nly virtue! now deſcend, 
Britain's fruitful ſhores defend. 
Come, O come! and ſtabliſh here 
Union, laſting and ſincere. 

Arts and plenty thence ſhall grow, 
Peace and freedom thence ſhall flow. 
Deign, bu ut thou this bond to give, 
Arthur's glorious name ſhall live; 
Warm'd, like him, with worth 2 
Patriots riſe from time to time; 
Through lateſt ages, Britons be 

Ever happy, ever free. 

Ever happy, ever free. 


o 
„ 
" - * 
. 
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End of the Play. 
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HAPPINESS: 


A 


CHARACTERISTIC POEM, 


True happineſs ſure wanders not abroad, 
It dwells within—dwells with its parent God, 
SPENCER'Ss HERMAs, 
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HAPPINESS 


EAR, faithful Ann, this humble verſe receive, 
The heſt a weak neglected mule can give. 

Love, which at firſt thy comely form inſpir'd, 

Grows yet the more, as thou art more admir'd. 

The happy heart can now with rapture find 

How ſweet the paſſion when with friendſhip join'd. 

Improving friendfhip! ſacred and ſublime, J 

Cements our union thro* the change of time. 

Perplexing cares may needful eaſe remove, 

But ne'er can alter or deſtroy my love. 

Here in retirement whilſt T paſs my days, 

Where the glad foul her firſt devocion pays, 

The ſcenes delightſome, and the moments free, 

Are all beſt reliſh'd when I think on thee, 

Abſence like this, with ſmiling peace improv'd, ' 

Can ſerve to make thy preſence more beloy'd ! 

Yes, thou art with me, whereſoe'er I go, 

Life of my joy! when hours ſerenely flow. 

Come, with thy charms my meditation aid, 

Sweet peace invites thee to the filent ſhade ; 

Far from the din of crowds, the glare of pride, 

The lore of kind philoſophy ſhall guide: 

O come; my love, each-calmful thonght refine, 

Receive the numbers, for the bard is thine. 


De- 
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Delightſome now, when after all my care, 
I walk in fields, and breathe the balmy air, 
Diſcourſe with nature in the verdant ſhade, 
And here forget the vexing ſcenes of trade. 
The dire neceſſities. relinquith'd ſeem, | | 
Paſt, or unmeaning, as ſome painful dream: 
All groveling views the riſing ſoul diſdains 
Fair peace and plenty bleſs theſe ſylvan plains, 1 


Here let us learn, what is it men divide | 
From fame or honours, titles, wealth or pride! 
What all the idols we ſo much purſuec, 
Unwilling ſtill to on the phantoms true. 

If only virtue, happineſs can give, 5 

Beſt bound our wiſhes, and contented live. 5 
Their trueſt bliſs, the wiſeſt mortals! find, 

When rich, and great in harmony of mind | 
Whence ſprung our folly ? In what fatal hour? 
That few embrace it, when tis in their power. 
To wild purſuits, the erring mo? betake, 
And leave the ſubltance for the ſhadow's ſake. 


O'er the wide world the battelling monarch. goes, 
Ambition fires him, and creates him foes ; 
Each conqueſt, glorious in the vulgar name, 
Allures his paſſion with a noiſy fame ; is fan 
Triumphal ſpoils, his hardy deeds acquire, 
The hero riſes, and the world admire. 
But who, in ſober thought, can acts prefer, 
That ſpread the dire calamities of war, 
That feed the ſource of miſery and ſtrife, 
Perverting ſtill the true deſign of life? The 
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The mind, ingenuous, muſt the reaſons blame, 

_ Howeer the moſt may judge, or Kings may claim. 
Wealth, honours, titles, barbarous war may gain, 
But leave a fting that pride itſelf muſt pain. 
Thrones and dominion, victory may bring, 
But from the prize. what dreadful ills may ann 

In virtue reſts the glory of a crown,” 

The heighth of life! the ſplendor of renown! | : 
Without a heart religiouſly inchn'd, 992 © ol 
To guard the peace, and freedom of N 2 
The mightieſt monarch, midſt his awful power, | 
Can yet no certain happineſs ſecure;  ' 
Unmeaning all the-pageantry of ſhow ;; 

ths boaſted labours beſt forgot below: 


If then the feſt in pride, the rin 8 Ir 
So poor a recompence from theſe can claim; 
What are the views which ſecond orders lead, 
Who muſt but triumph as the firſt ſucceed? 
Wealth, honours, titles, lift the faney high, 
But ne'er can want of moral. worth fupply. - © 
From moral-worth,' the conſcious heart will M 
The trueft wealth, and nobleſt honours flow; 
And theſe bequeſts no mortal ſtate can bound, 
Sure 1n the cottage, as the palace found : 
Impartial gift of the Eternal Mind, 

True moral-worth, which all that ſeek ſhall ſnd; 
Why ſighs the boſom for diſtinction's train, 
When what the mighty great can boaſt, is vain ? 
Falſe is the triumph of the ſons of pride, „ 
Falſe ev'ry joy, where virtue does not guide. 


* 
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From ranks ſo big, the willing muſe nn 
To more familiar life, and ſocial friends; 2 od 
Where humbler ſtations more inviting ſeem, 

Safe from the dangers of the wild extreme. 

Yet here, how oft miſtaken notions riſe |... _ 
What numbers waver, ſcorning to be wiſe! 

Some bubble {till the wandering fancy draws, 

To court from ſelf- conceit a falſe applauſe. . 

What changeleſs nature never meant to be, 
Invention forms, in ſtrange diverſity. 

Deluded men, forſaking virtue's rules, 

Delight to crowd the motley ſtage of fools. _ _ 


Cuildo, the proud, whom 8 titles bind, 
Perverſly ſtrives to lord it o'er his kind: 
In the fair land, where happieſt freedom reigns, 
He'd patient {ee uſurping power and chains 
The balance that protects, with zeal deſtroy'd, 
Were but his own ambition ſatisfy'd. 
Alike his manners, in each rude exceſs, 
In all the farce of equipage and dreſs : 
Theſe to ſupport, thro? all the various ſcenes, 
He cloſely meditates, nor ſtops at means; 
Tries the nice range of faſhionable art, 
Nor heeds who ſuffer—he muſt act his part! 


His debts of honour, he perhaps may pay, |. 
But leaves the lawful to a later day. 17 
Laws which he help'd to make, and ſhould defend, | 

He can diſgenſe with, if to ſerve his end; | 
If from the greater-world the thing's conceal'd, 
No matter to the Jeſs how much reveal'd: 


That, 
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That, has alone the right or power to blame, 
This, muſt not cenſure, even in the name. 
But pride or envy, can the man create? 
Happier the peafant, than this thing of ſtate, 


Who ſees not rancour in its ugheſt form, 
When greedy Shylocts in their paſſion ſtorm ? 
Their laaded thouſands glaring, on their mind, 
Turn the men:feols, to moderation blind. 

To them unwieldy wealth's a curſt diſeaſe, 

Eſtates they buy, but not a moment's peace. 

Their ſtubborn will, no reaſon can controul, 

Dark in their wilful gloomineſs of foul : _ 

Their tempers rifing at each trivial thing, 

Declare the emblematic hel within. 
Affronted once, to worſe revenge they fly, 

Nor heed the widow's, or the orphan's cry. 

Their word, to honour, nor to faith conſin d, 
They plight amain, but laws can ſcarcely bind, 
Commanding- gold the wiſi d protections give, 
And while from juſtice ſafe, at large they live, 

If chance directs them to a deed- benign, 

The public trace it from ſome low deſign, 

Some ſelfiſh profit, in collatꝰral view, 

So praiſe deny, nor deem even thanks their due, 
Deeds, which might raiſe a nwltitude to fame, 
Scarce bring the Shyloc& chalf a decent name. 

By kinſmen hated, by dependants fear d 7 
By none, who rightly know their hearts, rever'd. - 
Such characters, we hope, are ſpread but rare, 
And yet they're found in—almoſt every where! 
Who calls them happy, means but to deride, 
More bleſt the Lazor, than ſuch wolves of pride. 

| | R 2 Menis, 


With all his fancied ignorance of ſoul;  - 35 


Vet Mento wonders at the changes made, 
Wonders why ſchiſm ſhould the church invade! 
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Mento, diſtinguiſh'd in the ſacred call, 
Might think it happy, would he think at all. 
Bred in the maxims that beſt teach to live, 

In all the learning ancient books can give. 

An higher pitch in ſcience few can reach, 
Endowd with talents, and the ſkill to each. 

Kind patrons too have crown'd his affluent. * 
More than ſufficient in the pious ſtatmmm 
Yet weakly leaning to the wild extremes, 
Unſatisfy d, or unrefolv'd he ſeems. 
His doctrine, worthy of the public voice, 5 
But low'ring pride its beſt effects deſtroys. * 
With narrow thoughts, unſocial humours j join,” | 
And in the mortal fink the man- diuinmee. 
Coward, when juſtice calls him to be bold, 
Without a bluſh, he fees her mercy fold; 
A little intereſt can her pains divide, we 1? 
The laws neglected, turn on folly's fide. - vodt' 
Inferior orders, whom his power might br. 
He lets with wrong examples idly ſtray; 
Too common now, amorg the tribes to fade, 
Looſe folly's ſons, of every various kind! 


How dignify'd ſo e'er the man may be, 
I think him wrong, ad o do more than me. 
Wiſer the Indian on the furtheſt pole, 


Happier the: druids, on our native ſnore, 
Who liv'd conſiſtent, for they knew no more. 
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In bounteous days, by good Acaſto fed, 
Obſcure Servetio rais'd his drooping head; 
Long, rightly mindful of his former ſtate, 
The man was humble, and had no one's hate; 
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All wiſh'd him well, his merit chim'd their praiſe ; 


Kind friendſhip bleſt him in a thouſand ways. 
But when from dung, the mitky vapours riſe, 
They lag in air, too groſs to reach the {kies, 
So mean Servetis ne'er attain'd the plan, 

That forms the model of an huneſt man; 


Though chang'd in manners, and capricious fame, 


His narrow thinking mind is {till the ſame. 
Riſing imperious from the ſteward's board, 
He apes the grandeur of his better lord; 


Pompous commands the creature's will declare, 
Harſh where he rules, oppreſſive where he dare: 


To rifing merit a moſt deadly foe, 

Baſely forgetful whence his riches flow! 
Hard taſk to ſay (his heart ſo various toſt) 
If pride, or vanity direct him moſt : 

Like the Tom fool on arch empirick's ſtage, 
The means of laughter, more than ſerious rage 


\ 


Soine few, perhaps, may think the mortal bleſt, 


[ envy not—let filence mark the reſt, 


To me, more happy ſeems poor Damon's lot, 


Tho? nearly ftarving, by the great forgot. 


Such characters in public life are found, 
They will in this, and ev'ry age, abound. 
Not but the muſe can better contraſts give, 
Who follow virtue, and who know to live; 
| M3: 


Who 
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Who rightly weighing what the world purſue, 
Reject the falfe, and dre embrace the truce. 


See learn'd n in his 1 clear, 
How greatly rich, with eighty paunds a year | 

So wiſely prudent with the moderate ſtore, 

He bounds ambition, and he aſks no more, 

One half, the bounty of his rector brings, | 
Who leaves the cure for more diſtinguiſh'd thivgs,. 
Midſt higher life, and pompaus ſcenes to Ray, 
Fyeing preferment in the courtly way. 

The reſt, fair art and induſtry attain, 

To friends no burthen, to himſelf no pain, 

Calm, and confiſtent, in each virtuous rule, 
With zealous care he guards his church and ſchool. 
Truths, which at church his pious texts impoſe, 
His good example more emphatic ſhews. 
At ſchool, each youth, by eaſy precepts taught, 
Advances chearful in improving thought; 
The maſter's love he ſeeks, and ſoan inclin'd, 
Grows eager for the well - inſtructed mind. 

At home, behold the blooming offspring riſe, 

His kind Ophelia and their mutual joys. 

What health and plenty crown their humble ſtate? 
Fair peace attending, makes the whole complete. 
By all the pariſh he ſo well receiv'd, 0 
Beloved, rey'renc'd, honour'd, and believ' & . 
His daily acts, their force benign extend. 
Their kind phyſician, counſel, prieſt, and friend! 
If any fortune we may term. divine, 


The Happineſs, Palemon, ſhave 1 is thine ! 


* of 


The 
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The QChriſtian conduct, which thou dar'ſt maintain, 
Beſt guards religion from the proud and vain, 


To others leave the faulty love of ſway, 
To dream their lazy, deedleſs life, away, 


The good Ryolta, virtuouſly eld, 
Enjoys the pleaſures of a peaceful mind. 
Endow'd with all the knowledge of the great, 
Politeſt manners and a large eſtate ; 
From theſe he ſeeks not for the bliſs we own, 
He feels it perfect in himſelf alone 
Plain in his dreſs, his table temperance rules, 
Reverſe of fops, and epicurean fools, 
No ratling equipage diſturbs his gate, = 
He takes no pleaſure in the noiſe of ſtate. | 
Frugal he ſeems to all the aſpiring gay, 
But wherefore ſaves he? to give more away. 
Thouſands, whilſt ſome for narrow meanneſs hoard, 
And others ſquander at the gaming board; ; 
To charity, his generous hand can give, 
That worth (in want) may ſmile! the wretched live! 
Right uſe of riches, is his favourite theme; 
Reaſon attends him, prompting ev'ry ſcheme, 
Fach liberal a& a laſting comfort proves, 
The ſweeteſt reliſh to the peace he loves! 
That peace, in ſearch of which ſuch numbers roam, 
His wiſdom finds, and beſt ſecures at home. 
Hail, happy man! fo perfect in your ways, 
I muſt not envy, but I dare to praiſe. 


If leaving men, our fair enquiry trace 
The various tempers of your ſofter race, 
R 4 We 
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We find the moſt, with juſtice to complain, eln 

How long they ve ſought for Happineſs in vain, 
What numbers mark at laft the groſs e 
When love and gaiety their years forſake. 

Tis then they own, with anguiſh and furprſe, 
That Happineſs from diſſipation flies. | 
But whilſt in youth to raſh purſuits they run Wola. 

Nor heed the contraſts of a ſetting ſunn. 
Charms which can then our warmeſt love engage, 

Should be fucceeded by eſteem in age; bo 
And this eſteem, what ornaments can raiſe, ' 5 
Like truth and virtue, ſought in youthful 
Theſe will be found to bliſs the /ivre/? road, T2 
In ſpite of figure, or capricious mode. 

Nor courts, nor equipage, the gem confine, 

Nor aught ume taſhion Were — 


Fein Inmelis, beattiful and young, * 
Whole early praiſe was heard from — tongue; 
Her form, adorn'd with every riſing grace, 
With all the fweetneſs of the faireſt face 
Train'd in accompliſhments, genteel and gay, 
What higheſt birth could wiſh, or art r | 

Without a dower, tb bid the rich revere, * 
Was join'd by Hymen to a youthful cer; 
And might have liv'd on earth the happieſt fair, 
Had truth and virtue been vouchſaf d her cn | 
But lo, unwilling to be early wiſe, 
Thro? folly's wilds with raſh purfuit ſhe flies. 
Cards, routs, and balls; her dancing thoughts divide, 
No pomp of ſhow, no luxury deny'd! 


For 
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For pleafure, {till contrivꝰd the noble dame, 
But vain ſhe fought—true pleaſure never came. 
Short term of years prolong'd her mortal pride, 
The Venus droop'd, and diſcontented died.” © 
Small traces of her memory remain, 
But one memento to the proud and vain; © 


Far othis maxims ſway'd her ſiſter's and; mY 
Charming Cardelia was to truth inclin' d. 4 
Bleſt as Immelia with a beauty's fame, TE 
A Duke her conſort, and renown'd her name, 
Acquainted well with what the grand acne, H 
In ſplendid life, politeneſs, and — : | 
State and appearance, ich ſhe was to ſhare, 
Scarce deem'd amuſements, much beneath her care. 
No riches wanting every with to crown, - 
To boaſted families and titles known ; ; 
But better wealth the happier Ducheſs ſought, 
Her nobleſt affluence, rectitude of thought | 
To deeds of charity divinely given, 
She dealt her bounties as the hand of heaven, 
Diſtreſs, 'from her, a certain friend would find ; 
The poor were conſcious the was always kind. 
To induſtry ſhe brought deſerted youth, 
Their minds illumin'd with the lights of truth, 
To tame the ignorant, ſhe ſtrove with zeal, 
To make them uſeful to the pubhc-weal. 
From honeſt hearts the laſting praiſe receives, 
And bleſt, and bleſſing, fl + the charmer lives. 
Maternal cares a ſhining offspring claim, 
To N and acquire her fame. 


What 
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What prudent fair, who will theſe lines peruſe, 
Can filent heſitate, which lot to chuſe ? 

At firſt, of equal fortune; equal praiſe ; 

Now, good Cordelia brighter luſtres raiſe : 
Supremely happy, not from views of ſtate, 
But that her ſoul is ſo divinely great! 


Poor ſimple Guly, whom her maſter wed; +, 
What high ideas fill'd the virgin's head, „ 
Of riches, gentry, and a lad s name, 
When from his mouth the firſt propoſals came? 
All former vows were cancelFd with diſdain, 
Soon ſhe forgot her Collin of the plain, | 
Left him, alas, in other ſort to turn, 

Jo hate her falſehood, or his loſs to mourn. 
But when elate the madam ſhone away, 

In all that follow'd from her wedding - day; 
Thro' viſits, paſtimes, complaiſance, was hurl'd, 
And all the changes of the gentee/ world ; 

How loſt and diſappointed did ſhe ſeem, 
When time awak d her from the fairy dream! 
For happineſs, which there ſhe thought to gain, 
She ſighs, and owns her ſearch had been in vain, 
Dear former ſcenes, her fancy warm renews ; 
She thinks of Collin, and her ſlighted vows : 
Him, marry'd now, ſhe finds in plain degree, 
Content and chearful, happier far than ſhe. 
Unknown to equals in her humble ſtate, 
Huff d by the taunts of the rememb'ring great; 
Whiſper' d reflections on her former name, 5 
Her huſband cooling from his love - ſick flame; 
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All this ſhe weighs, in notions right or wrong, | 
And ſilent hopes her life will not be long. 


Not ſo Iulinda, whom the good revere, 
Whom all acknowledge with reſpect ſincere. 
For happineſs; ſhe took the prudent part, 
She gave her fortune where ſhe gave her heart, 
Whilſt kind Adulmo warm addrefles paid, 
Advance of riches bleſs'd the blopming maid ; 
Such as might figure i in the world maintain, 

Or any match in fitled: ſtatians gain. 

But this in her no alteration wrought; 

She'd other proffers, but ſhe ſcorn'd the thought; 
To kind 4dulmo the had paſs'd the yow, s 

She lik'd his manners, and ſhe'd found him true, 
No heſitation could intent remove, | 
They marry'd ; and are bleſt with happieſt love. 
Her generous act the ſure foundation laid 
Of happineſs, in laſting peace diſplay'd, 

In ſcenes polite, no wild exceſs they ſhew, 

In the juſt medium ſtudious ſtill to go. 

Free from profuſion, vanity, and ſtrife ; 
Diſtinguiſh'd in the decencies of life. | 
Cauſe of their bliſs, who have deſire to know, 
Will find the whole from love of virtue flow; 
And not from aught inſtable chance may give, 
Their honour'd ſtation, or their means to live, 


Thus, my lov'd Anna, when the world we. e view, 
The moral eye diſcerns the falſe from true; 
Convincing more, from juſt ſurvey of things, 


Foe happineſs from no en ſprigs.” 


The 
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The true, and perfect, we can only ſind 


In ſocial, laſting harmony of mind, 


Which virtue and her deeds alone beſtow, 

Our nobleſt wiſh, our ſureſt guide below; ; 
*Tis what the poor may feel, the rich muſt own, 
And all acknowledge in themſelves alone. 

In life's mean buſtle, what the numbers boaſt, 

- Are merely trifles, or in trifles loſt. | 
What pride, what envy, ſmall diſtinctions raiſe, 
In every claſs of theſe our modern days? 
But happieſt they, who quit the public ſhows, 
For humbler ſcenes, which right retreat beſtows; 
With bounded wiſhes, and with hearts fincere, 
From wrong ambition, as from envy clear, 
To them experience will the truth reveal, 

And each ſerenely-chearful boſom _; 


oft have I thought, how bleſt the chin — be, 
Who dwells on plains, with harmlefs liberty; | 
Whoſe fortune can the decent things beſtow, 
But nought to tempt to luxury or ſhow ! 
His houſehold-cares, to eaſy compaſs brought, 
For fit employment, and no bar to thought. 
Yes, I have ey'd his lot, with fair deſign, 
And fondly wiſh'd ſuch happineſs were mine, 


With health, and thou, dear Anna, ſtill my own, 
No more ſeems wanting mortal with to crown. 
Such kind 'completion of the earthly ſtore, 
Would ſmooth our paſſage to the happier ſhore ; 1 
Fach anxious doubt of thorny care remove, 
And beſt ſecure that balmy peace I love: 


The 
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The rural ſcenes that fit retirement giv W 
Each fleeting hour would teach us how to live: 
Together, we'd prepare for change on * 
Rejoic'd to live, and not afraid to die. 


But let not theſe ideal views deſtroy, _ 
Or aught diminiſh what I have of joy! 
Amidſt the gloom of complicated cares, 
The pleaking dawn of happineſs appears 
Supremely happy if the boon be given, 
If not, I reſt me in the will of heaven. 15 
With reſolution let me work my part, 
And try the ſcale of induſtry and art; 
Glad if endeavours ſhould at length prevail, 
Nor yet "_ tho? they chance to fail. 


Our darlir 22 che pledges of our love, | 
Tis ours to cheriſh, and in time improve 
Life's neceſaries, not enough to earn, 

Their better minds muſt be our chief concern. , 
Teach them in youth, the good from ill to 9 
From what ideas kind affections low. *'- | 
Warn, and deter them from each wild excreme, 
Exalt their notions of the Gop SupREME; 
Till wiſely they embrace the juſt degree, 
From di i/belief and ſuperſtition free! 

If thus in life they riſe by prudent ways, 

What ſatisfaction waits our future days! rr 
Joy'd and contented, we may view them live, 
Tho! /ceting fortune, which I could not give! 
And ſure if health their longer life attend, 


= death's approach we ſhall not want a friend, 
Kindly 
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Kindly to mark my choice, and let us have, 

Far from the noiſe of towns —a rural grave? 

In the calm place, of which they've heard me tell, 
Near to thoſe plains where I have td to dwell. 
The humble office ſhall thro? ſeaſons prove 

A laſting monument of filtal love. 
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J- a Lapy in NeweasTLE, 


LL ſhould I merit, what I'm bold to claim, 
Some wafted laurels in Parnaſſian fame, 

Some looſen'd wreaths, by happier bards let fall, 
Enrich'd with gleanings, if not crown'd with all. 
Ill ſhould I merit, did the muſe delay | 
Her warm reſpects, in proper fort, to pay | 
To Yov! whoſe actions ſo demand her praiſe, 
Replete with honour in theſe gloomieſt days! 
Yes—ſhe can paint you faithful and ſincere, 
From every fraudful /e//þ meanneſs clear: 
Paint you ſuperisr to the numbers round, 
Who have from fortune higher favours found: 
Diſtinguſh*d more your honeſty of heart, 
Than all the blaze thoſe honours can impart. 


When malady, with dire malignant ſway, 
Tore your Fameſius from your arms away; 
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His reaſon parting from her human throne, 

Then were your wiſdom and affection ſhewn ; 

Then did your ſoul her genuine worth unfold, 

A Rara- Avis all your friends behold ! _. 
Demands, unknown, as unexpected came, | 
Yet theſe not leflen'd, but encreas'd the Name $ 11 
The guirks of law you reſolutely wav d, is 
And gave up more than induſtry had ſav'd! 

Juſtice, and honour; beaming from on high, 
Forbid that prudence fo ed ſhould die 

But long be mention'd thro' the mortal ſphere, 
That friends to virtue may ſuch fame revere. 


'Bleſt in your ſecond choice, may years encreaſe, 
Be fortune kind, and undiſturb'd your peace. 
The praiſe, well meant, let neither diſcommend, 
Nor bluſh to own a poet for your friend. 


1% Jan. 1776. 
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On the Death 15 of. : 
The late worthy Isa ruoutson, Ein 


O purer joy the conſcious muſe receives, 
Than when to worth ſhe laſting tribute gives 
When friends to virtue and to ſcience die, 
With them ſhe mounts beyond the azure ſky ; 
Pierces in thought thro” each celeſtial ſphere, 
And flies the dull corporeal priſon here. 
Tuoursox had merit, which demands her lays— 
* in life he wood Parnafizn. praiſes was; bud 
n Carly 
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Early in life the paths of ſeixnce trod. 

« And loo d thru nature up to nature's God. ? 
The wonders found, with kind e N i 
In practice ſtill excelling, as in thought ;. 

With ſocial;; moral harmony combin'd, 

He ſhone itt true Benevolence of mind! 

His paſſage hende, let not relations mourn, 

Or /hed affliction o'er his peaceful urn; | 

Full- ripenꝰd age-prepar'd the final hour, 

Ws CITING reward i is n 
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LADY-DAY, 1776. 
"WEE ks and SornnoNtA. | 


HE mebg* how. Fatcet 1 with ſmiles ſhe chears 
the plain, 
| And Phebus ſhews that ſpring returns again; . 
1 The hawthorn buds her wiſh'd approach declare, 
. And bid the muſe her grateful themes prepare: 
Aſcending larks, with various warblers join, 
To chaunt the bleſſings of à ſun- divine! | 
The ear—the eye—full entertainment find, 
A pure Ehyſum opens to the mind: | 
The favouring weather ſoft invites abroad. 
And dews,, and fun ſhine, Silk the winding rad, 


4 Shin whilcirding ben debe 


O Bei 


May we increaſe in friendſhip, and in love! 
Whilſt here by Featon's pleaſing groves we ſtray, 


What | 


4 rural paſs this . 9 
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What ſweet ideas beam upon the thought ! 

The foes to worth and truth are All forgot! 
Deeds of injuſtice from remembrance go, 
Peaceful contentment ſmooths the ſting of woe. 
With us, thro? life, may every ſeaſon be 8 
Like this fair day —ſo happy, and fo. free! 


a _ 


At the Funeral of Mrs HEADLAM, in Gateſhead 
Church, on Eaſter Day, 1776. 


OW is Cars JEsvs riſen from the dead, 
N And all our horrors at the grave are fled, 
The Son of Man aſcends his throne above, 
The reſurrection, and the life to prove; 
Death's dire dominion vaniſhes away, 
And chriſtians nas ok in their Eaſter Oy 


Lo! to her tomb the good Maria n 
Whoſe life was upright, as the ſcriptures taught; 
Firm faith, ſure hope, with charity combin'd, 
To guide her actions, and complete her mind. 
True chriſtian piety adorn'd that zeal, 
Which led to /ee# what truth's archives reveal, 


Rare her example, thro” a length of years, 
Unchang'd by modes, and not depreſt by cares Lol 
Her temper placid in a ſweet content. 

Still to do good, were all her wiſhes bent; 
Her virtues, ripening for the heayenly ſphere, -- 
Virtues tranſcendent !—ſeldom equall'd here! 

* Aſhes 
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Aſhes to alhes—duſt to duſt, we cry, 
But can ſuch excellence in vile corruption lie? 
Sure no! the paths of righteouſneſs the trod, 
And now, exulting, meets her IGT EOS Gop ; 
Meets her BL EST SAV, midſt his cloudleſs ray, 
Who crowns his ſaints by type of Eaſter Day. 


At this /a/? ſcene, our tears perhaps annoy, 
But theſe are tears of pure ſeraphic joy! 
To Heaven's decree be all our thanks apply'd, 
That good Maria liv'd, and ſo maturely died. 
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To Mr JOSEPH KIDD, GEN 


ND does the Muſe delight thy youthful mind? 

| Spring nobly then, and leave dull erowds behind. 

Let Vida's art direct to cloudleſs fame, 

On virtue graft the death-ſurviving name. 

For this, ne' er ſtoop with giddy fops to tray, | 

Lo, wiſdom lights thee with ſuperior ray. 

If 'tis thy wiſh. with, Freedom's ſons to join, 

Let manly firmneis, temper'd well, be. thine. 

From rude. licentioujneſs. at diſlance keep, 

With thee, let rancour and ill - nature ok 

From mean ſcurritity uphold thy pen, 

Strike at the vices, not the names of men: 

Throꝰ ſatyr's paths the few alone muſt go, 

But every fool @ little dirt can throw! 
Would'ſt thou the brow contract, or force the ſuule, 
Let ſenſe preſerve a decency of ſtyle. 111 
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At heart, the pureſt tranſport would' thou raiſe, 
Try the delight in giving merit praiſe! 

Would'ſt thou go ſearch the great creative plan, 
See all perfection in an honeſt man! 

In fine, my youth, if thou the nine purſue, 

Keep Pope, and ſuch as Pope, in conſtant view! 


To Mr B. K. Newcaſtle, 


AN &er the muſe forget ſo kind a friend, 
Who right aſſiſtance could ſo timely lend? 

When dreary want in apprehenſion ſhone, 
And the laſt ſhilling from the purſe was gone; 
Life's common, uſeful neceflaries fled, 
Nor pillow left to caſe the aking head! 
As if inſpired by ſome heavenly guide, 
He came ſpontaneous, and each need ſupply'd. 
Not like thy crowds, who benefits forgot, 
The many ſervices in deeds and thought 
Not like thoſe crowds, who meanly ſhrunk away, 
And fled relations in the ſtarmy day 
Peace to all ſuch—if yet on earth they be; 
If dead—forgiven and forget by me. 


But thou, my K , round purer orbit ſhine, 
Grateful 8 by more hearts than mine; 
Live, worthy man! in theſe my humble lays, 

To charm the generous, thro? ſucceeding days. 
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